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EICHER  THAN  WEALTH. 


CHAPTER  I. 

"  Fresh  tears  stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  honey- 
dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  lily." 

Titus  Andronicus,  Act  iii.  Sc.  1. 

"  For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itself, 
And  where  thou  art  not,  desolation." 

Henry  YL,  Act  iii.  Sc.  2. 

The  sliglit  approach  of  night,  which  the 
Scotch  call  the  gloaming  and  we  call 
twilight,  was  steahng  over  the  dewy  land- 
scape when  Dorcas  neared  the  great  ash- 
tree.  The  silence  around  her  and  the 
lateness  of  the  hour  rather  frightened  her, 
but  something  in  her  own  thoughts  made 
her  still  more  a  coward.  Just  at  that 
moment    there   was   no   freedom    in  her 
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life,  no  "freedom  in  her  love,"  but  all 
the  heavy  shame  of  a  stolen  meeting. 

Under  the  thick  boughs  she  waited,  for 
after  all  she  was  the  first  to  arrive. 

The  sound  of  footsteps  near  by  startled 
her;  looking,  she  saw  Maynard  close  to 
her. 

''  You  are  punctual,"  he  said,  in  a  voice 
which  seemed  almost  strange  to  himself. 

She  met  his  eyes,  and  then,  shivering 
with  a  sudden  fear,  shrank  back  from  him 
with  a  swift  prayer  on  her  lips  for  the 
Almighty's  protection. 

*'  No,  no ;  do  not  fear  me  !  do  not  shrink 
from  me,  Dorcas  !  Unhappy  as  I  am,  you 
may  safely  trust  me.  It  rests  with  you 
whether  this  is  to  be  our  parting  or 
not." 

"  With  me  ?  " 

"Yes.  Is  your  love  great  enough  to 
make  some  sacrifice  for  my  sake  ?  " 
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*' What  sacrifice?" 

*'  ^Yill  you  consent  to  a  private    mar- 


riage t 


"  Oh,  no,  no  !  " 

"  You  would  be  mj  wife  as  much  as  if  you 
had  been  married  openly,  but — but  it  would 
be  my  ruin  if  the  truth  were  known.  Could 
you  bear  the  shame  of  being  supposed  to 
be  in  another — another  relation  to  me  until 
I  am  free  to  proclaim  my  marriage  ?  " 

In  making  his  astonishing  and  un- 
generous proposal  he  forbore  to  look  at 
her,  while  his  face  flushed  hotly  with  shame. 
Before  he  had  really  spoken  the  cruel, 
irrevocable  words,  he  had  neither  realized 
the  baseness  of  his  proposal  nor  how 
terrible  it  would  be  for  her  to  hear  it. 

Terrible,  indeed  !  He  saw  nothing  of 
the  alarm,  surprise,  shame,  and  grief  which 
one  and  all  found  expression  in  her  beauti- 
ful face  ;  but  he  was  conscious  of  a  slight 
B  2 
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movement  suggestive  of  pain  in  the  still 
figure  before  she  slowly  turned  from  him 
in  silence. 

She  did  not  love  him  less,  because  she 
found  him  less  worthy ;  but  there  was  the 
shock,  the  pain  of  finding  him  selfish. 
Hitherto  she  had  blamed  herself  only, 
while  excusing  him;  laying  all  the  fault 
of  the  wrong  to  Edith  on  herself ;  but  now 
something  of  the  first  exquisite  romance 
of  her  passion  for  him  was  lost,  never  to 
return  :  he  was  even  as  other  men  ! 

She  went  to  the  river-bank,  and  leaned 
half  for  support  against  the  railings,  while 
she  watched  the  quiet  flow  of  the  water 
beneath. 

A  week  ago  she  would  have  never  met 
him  clandestinely,  and  now  she  was  posi- 
tively listening  to  a  proposal  which  would 
break  her  father's  heart ! 

Since  that  fatal  Saturday  afternoon  she 
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had  deteriorated.  She  was  naturally  a 
proud,  pure  girl,  but  the  shame  of  having 
betrayed  her  love  to  him, — the  shame  of 
feeling  that  all  the  sweetness  and  pride 
of  her  womanhood  lay  at  his  feet, — pro- 
duced a  sad  change  in  her.  Edith's  love 
and  forbearance  were  forgotten,  and  with 
the  forgetfulness  there  had  come  a  new 
recklessness ;  for  the  first  delicate  bloom 
was  lost  when  she  allowed,  when,  alas  ! 
she  had  wished  for,  his  embrace. 

He  was  again  by  her  side.  He  knew 
she  was  inexpressibly  wounded. 

"  Dorcas,  I  know  mj  proposal  has 
wounded  and  offended  you,  but  do  you 
think  I  would  have  made  it  if  there  were 
any  other  way  ?  " — laying  his  hand  on  hers 
which  rested  on  the  rail.  She  gently 
withdrew  it  with  a  slight  shiver. 

His  words  and  action  suddenly  as  with 
a  flash  recalled  the  whole  danger  of  her 
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position — a  private  marriage  wliich  would 
entail,  perhaps,  years  of  waiting  and  sus- 
pense. 

"  Would  my  father  know  I  was  married 
to  you  ?  "  she  asked,  with  her  eyes  search- 
ingly  on  his. 

"  No,  he  could  not,  Dorcas.  J^o  one 
could  know  it." 

"  Captain  Maynard,  you  say  you  love 
me,  and  yet — yet  you  would  sully  your 
love.  Is  it  love  that  desecrates  ?  To  have 
your  wife  supposed  to  be  your  mistress ! 
Oh,  how  terrible !  What — what  can  I 
do  ?  You  know  only  too  well  the  power 
you  possess  over  me ;  but  I  would  rather 
die  than  let  my  father  think  I  had — 
sinned  !  " 

"  Sinned  ?  As  my  wife,  Dorcas,  you 
could  not  sin." 

''  Yes,  I  should,  against  my  father  in 
deceiving  him,  and  against  Miss  Fleming, 
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who — wlio  has  trusted  me,  and  tried  to 
save  me  from  hearing  this  from  you.  Ah  ! 
to  leave  one  so  noble  and  to  come  to 
me  I " 

"  I  know  she  is  everything  a  woman 
ought  to  be.  I  know  there  is  hardly  a 
man  living  worthy  of  her  love,  and  yet, 
Dorcas,  I  cannot  love  her  as  I  love  you. 
Tell  me,  can  this  strange  passion  we  call 
love  be  ordered  in  its  course  ?  You  know 
it  cannot  be.  You  are  drawn  to  me,  as  I 
am  drawn  to  you,  by  some  irresistible 
power  that  we  cannot  explain.  Is  it  our 
fault  ?  Is  it  a  sin  ?  I  do  not  think  so. 
Five  weeks  ago  I  came  here  with  the  full 
determination  of  becomins^  better  ac- 
quainted  with  Miss  Fleming ;  I  wished  to 
learn  something  more  of  her  nature,  in  the 
view  of  our  ultimate  marriage.  You  know 
what  happened.  I  met  you,  loved  you, 
and  though  I  ought  as  an  honourable  man 
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to  have  left  you,  I  could  not  leave  you. 
You  said  just  now  I  sliould  desecrate  my 
love  in  allowing  you  to  be  tliought  other 
than  my  wife.  Do  you  not  understand 
how  painful  any  slur  cast  on  you  would  be 
to  me,  your  husband  ?  But  I  am  so  bound, 
I  cannot  be  your  husband  openly,  unless  I 
sacrifice  more  than  I  am  brave  enough  to 
lose.  You  will  say,  'Why  don't  I  leave 
you  altogether  until  I  am  free  to  wed 
you  ?  '  But,  Dorcas,  I  cannot  leave  you 
now,  since  you  have  confessed  I  am  dear 
to  you.  The  secret  would  probably  be  of 
short  duration,  and  then  you  would  be  my 
acknowledged  wife  before  all  the  world  !  " 
It  would  be  impossible  to  give  any 
idea  of  the  winning  tenderness  of  his 
manner  to  her.  She,  trembling, — her 
colour  changing, — was  more  moved  and 
much  nearer  to  yielding  than  if  he  had 
been  more  impassioned.     Wrong  or   not, 


EICHEE   THAN   WEALTH.  y 

his  words  filled  lier  with  the  most  exquisite 
pain  and  happiness  blended. 

What  ought  she  to  do  ?  "Was  her  hap- 
piness in  life  of  such  consequence  ? 

"  Captain  Maynard,  even  if  you  were 
free,  there  are  so  many  other  things  to 
divide  us.  You  know  how  very  different 
my  position  is  from  yours.  Though  my 
dear  father  has  in  his  kindness  educated 
me  quite  beyond  my  station,  yet — yet  I  am 
sure  you  understand  how  very,  very  dear 
my  relatives  are  to  me  " — here  she  could 
not  repress  a  sob — "  perhaps  dearer  be- 
cause I  am  conscious  sometimes  of  a  little 
division  and  difference  between  us." 

"  Do  you  think  I  would  be  so  cruel,  or 
so  unmanly,  as  to  divide  you  from  them  ?  " 
he  said  reproachfully. 

"  No  ;  you  would  not  wish  to  give  me 
that  pain  ;  but — but  there  might  be  occur- 
rences which  would  be  a  perpetual  worry 
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to  you.  Oh !  believe  me,  if  you  study 
tlie  happiness  of  eacli  of  us,  it  would  be 
better  to  part  here  this  night  for  ever  !  " 

"I  am  the  best  judge  of  my  own  happi- 
ness, and  I  think  of  yours  too.  Dorcas, 
you  know  you  would  be  happy  with 
me." 

"  Yes,  if  I  could  ever  forget  I  had  de- 
ceived and  brought  shame  and  trouble 
upon  those  at  home ;  but  I  should  never 
forget — it  would  kill  me  ! "  she  said  in  a 
low  tone. 

"  Shame?  There  would  be  no  shame," 
he  said  angrily,  haughtily.  "  You  are  con- 
juring up  morbid  fancies.  When  a  woman 
is  with  her  own  knowledge  a  wife,  what  on 
earth  does  it  matter  what  other  people 
may  say  or  think  ?  " 

Then  gently,  persuasively, — 

"  Dorcas,  promise  me  you  will  meet  me 
in  London  in  a  few  days,  when  I  have  made 
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arrangements.  We  must  be  married  by 
special  licence  at  some  quiet  church,  and 
then  I  will  take  you  to  some  lovely  spot  on 
the  Continent." 

"  I  cannot — dare  not  meet  you  !  '* 

"  Then,"  with  a  sudden  displeasure, 
"  why  are  you  here  unless  you  meant  to 
yield  to  my  wishes  ?  " 

She  made  no  rejoinder.  It  seemed  the 
culmination  of  distress  to  be  reproached  by 
him  for  being  there. 

"  I  don't  understand  you,"  he  continued 
haughtily;  "  you  confess  I  am  dear  to  you, 
and  yet  you  will  give  me  no  proof  of  your 
love.  You.  will  do  nothing  to  give  me 
rest  and  happiness.  You, — but  thank  God 
you  are  too  innocent  to  know  the  extent 
of  the  injury  you  cause  me.  Dorcas,  I 
appeal  to  you — I  appeal  to  your  womanhood 
— to  your  tenderness,  not  to  send  me 
from  you  !  " 
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"  But  I  must  send  you  from  me  !  "  slie 
sobbed.  "  I  appeal  to  your  manhood  to  be 
generous  and  not  to  tempt  me  !  " 

"  And  this  is  a  woman's  love  1 "  he  ex- 
claimed, with  a  passionate  bitterness ;  ''  to 
be  safe  in  refusing  all  comfort  to  her  lover  ! 
But  hear  me ;  if  I  leave  you  now,  it  is 
because  I  am  so  weak  I  cannot  bear  to  see 
your  distress ;  but,  Dorcas,  there  will  come 
a  time  when  I  will  brook  no  refusal,  you 
shall  be  my  wife.  Ah !  don't  look  so 
frightened,  I  am  violent  with  you,  but 
remember  the  provocation.  Don't  cry  so, 
unless — unless  you  wish  to  break  my  heart. 
Oh,  to  cause  you  such  bitter  tears,  when 
you  are  dearer  than  life,  dearer  than  life, 
my  own  darling  !  "  he  exclaimed,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes. 

Then,  feeling  keenly  all  she  was  suffering 
for  his  sake,  the  nobler  impulses  of  pro- 
tection and   tenderness   awakened  within 
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Ilim,  and,  when  his  arms  were  around 
her,  and  her  head  was  on  his  breast,  he 
soothed  her  with  words  and  caresses,  so 
sweet  and  so  gentle,  that  some  comfort 
crept  into  her  heart  amidst  her  bitter 
hnmihation. 

*'  No,  no ;  pray  release  me  !  "  she  said 
faintly,  and  feeling  overborne  by  his  power- 
ful pleading. 

"  Ah,  why  do  you  shrink  from  me  so, 
when  you  love  me  ?  Dorcas,  you  under- 
stand that  from  henceforth  you  belong  to 
me.  If  I  wait  for  years,  you  must  still  be 
mine  at  last.  I  have  implored  you  to  end 
the  painful  time  of  waiting,  but  you  have 
refused  me.  I  cannot  force  your  inclina- 
tion; only  believe,  that  when  you  will  sur- 
render your  life  to  me,  I  .  .  .  Dorcas,  must 
we  part  ?  Will  you  be  happy,  knowing  I 
am  not  so  ?  "  turning  to  her  with  a  dan- 
gerous appeal. 
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*'  Happy  !  "  she  exclaimed,  with  pas- 
sionate reproach ;  "  can  any  one  be  happy 
who  has  done  so  wrongly  as  I  ?" 

Then  she  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  and  her  sobs  burst  forth  afresh. 

"  Dorcas,  Dorcas,  don't ;  I  can't  bear 
your  tears.  I  see  we  must  part,  bitter  as 
the  parting  is  to  me.  But  remember,  dear, 
you  are  mine — mine  until  death  separates 
us.  I  leave  you  now  in  obedience  to  your 
wish,  but  I  think  you  cannot  know  how 
dear,  how  precious  you  are  to  me.  For- 
give me  all,  sweet  one.  Perhaps  you  would 
have  been  happier  if  you  had  never  met 
me,  since  I  have  troubled  and  disturbed 
you  so.  Now  come,  it  is  late  and  chill  for 
you  to  be  out ;  besides,  I,  in  my  selfish 
wish  to  meet  you  quite  alone,  may  have 
harmed  you.  One  last  kiss — no,  do  not 
shrink,  you  are  my  betrothed  wife;  one 
day,  darling,  you  shall  occupy  your  rightfal 
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place,  and  tlien  there  will  be  an  end  to  all 
these  miserable  subterfuges.'* 

Presently  they  were  walking  side  by  side 
towards  the  homestead.  The  mists  had 
arisen  from  the  river,  and  in  the  faint 
moonlight  produced  a  hundred  strange 
forms,  half-ghostly,  to  those  two  silent 
people — silent,  because  the  keenness  of 
parting  was  there.  The  proud  man,  of 
illustrious  ancestry,  walking  hand-in-hand 
with  the  yeoman's  daughter,  in  this  quiet 
night  among  shadows — but  the  man  reve- 
renced the  pale  girl  by  his  side.  It  was 
spirit  to  spirit ;  no  question  of  caste  could 
divide  them.  She  felt  as  if  in  some  ter- 
rible dream.  He  little  knew  how  tempted 
she  had  been  to  yield  ;  his  unhappiness,  his 
pleading,  and  the  expression  of  his  love 
had  combined  to  storm  all  the  forces  of  her 
resistance.  At  the  gate  leading  to  the 
house  stood  Hephzibah. 
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"  Ye  are  late,  Miss  Dorcas,  the  master 
and  the  mistress  are  just  a-going  to  bed.'' 
Hephzibah  had  seen  the  leave-taking  a  few 
minutes  before.  ''  Oh,  my  dearie,"  she  whis- 
pered, "  but  ye  should  na'  ha'  met  him. 
Please  Almighty  God,  no  one  didn't  see 
'ee.  Now  do  'ee  go  up  quietly  to  bed,  they 
think  ye  there  a'ready." 

So  Dorcas  stole  up  to  her  room,  and 
there  we  must  leave  her  with  her  love,  her 
grief,  and  her  repentance.   .  .   . 

The  next  evening  she  was  alone  in  the 
garden ;  her  father,  mother,  and  Jim,  were 
away  in  the  further  meadows,  helping  in 
the  hay.  She  would  have  liked  to  go 
too,  but  she  thought  her  wretchedness 
would  be  visible  to  all.  Hephzibah,  in  the 
kitchen,  was  singing  an  old  psalm-tune  to 
those  sweet  words — 

"  The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  Shepherd's  care." 
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Dorcas  sat  in  the  arbour,  witL.  clasped 
hands,  wishing  she  were  dead.  Ah,  that 
she — she  should  have  fallen  so  !  Why 
had  the  hideous  revulsion  come  too  late  ? 
Why  had  she  allowed  herself  to  drift 
into  love  with  another  woman's  lover? 
There  was  the  wrong  now  too  plainly 
visible — the  wrong,  the  almost  sin.  Too 
late  she  saw  it  all ;  no  humiliation  from 
her  could  now  undo  the  error  of  the  past 
weeks ;  no  grief  of  hers  atone  for  the  sor- 
row she  had  brought  on  a  noble  lady.  Oh, 
the  unspeakable  shame  that  was  upon  her  ! 
the  shame  that  wrong-doing  ever  brings 
with  such  bitterness  to  pure  and  noble 
natures.  She  knew  very  well  that 
death  does  not  come  at  one's  bidding. 
Agony  of  mind  seldom  kills,  though  it  may 
prostrate  every  energy.  No,  she  must  live 
on,  with  this  terrible  remorse  her  constant 
companion — her  last  thought  at  night,  her 
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first  in  the  morning — until  God  should 
mercifully  send  some  alleviation  and  for- 
sfiveness.  She  wished  she  could  throw 
herself  at  Edith's  feet,  and  sob  out  her  con- 
trition. The  thought  of  her  ingratitude 
and  baseness  to  her  was  almost  unen- 
durable. While  these  emotions  had  their 
reflex  in  her  white,  worn  face,  a  shadow 
came  before  her. 

"  Eeuben,"  she  said,  startled. 

"  Yes,  it  is  I,  Dorcas." 

She  rose,  trying  hard  to  win  back  her 
self-command;  vainly,  for  she  felt  like  a 
criminal  as  she  stood — white,  and  with  the 
traces  of  tears  on  her  face.  The  man's 
strong  heart  melted  with  compassion  for 
her  distress. 

"I  am  sorry  to  find  you  in  trouble, 
Dorcas." 

She  made  no  reply  to  his  remark,  but 
said  presently :    "  Did  you   want   to   see 
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father  ?      He     is     down     in    the      great 
meadow." 

"  Noj  I  wanted  to  see  you ;  won't  you  sit 
down  again  ?  You  look  ill  and  tired,"  he 
said,  in  his  usual  deliberate  manner.  *'I 
came  over  last  night,  but  you  were  not 
here.  I  suppose  I  may  speak  to  you  with- 
out fear  of  being  overheard  ?  " 

"Yes,  if  you  wish,"  she  replied  faintly; 
"  every  one  is  away  except  Hephzibah." 

*'  Dorcas,"  he  said  very  low,  as  if  he 
feared  the  very  leaves  around  them  should 
hear  his  words,  ''  do  yoa  know  the  con- 
stant, almost  daily  visits  of  Captain  May- 
nard  here  are  becoming  a  subject  of  con- 
versation ?  " 

She  started,  and  blushed  crimson.  Some- 
thing like  a  groan  came  from  him. 

''  Do  you  know  people  dare  to  say  he  is 
your  lover?  " 

"  It  is  false,"  she  said  passionately, 
c  2 
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"Would  to  God  I  could  think  it 
were  ! " 

"  He  is  nothing  to  me." 

"  If  lie  were  nothing  to  you,  would  you 
have  parted  from  him  as  you  parted  last 
night,  by  the  river?  Would  you  have 
allowed  him  to  kiss  you — ?  " 

"  Did  you  dare  to  spy  on  me,  sir  ?  "  she 
asked  passionately,  in  the  midst  of  her 
humiliation. 

''  No,  dear,  I  was  there  by  mere  accident ; 
but  I  saw  your  grief,  I  heard  your  sobs, 
and  I  was  thankful  it  was  I,  and  not  a 
miserable  tale-bearer,  who  was  there. 
Dorcas,  I  am  here  to-night  to  entreat  you 
to  meet  him  no  more.  What  can  come 
of  your  meetings,  of  your  love,  but 
(nisery  and  shame  ?  " 

"  Shame  ! "  she  exclaimed,  with  flash- 
tng,  haughty  eyes. 

"  Yes,  shame  ;  can  he  ask  you  to  be  his 
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wife,  in  the  sight  of  God  and  man?     Is 
he  not  bound  to  Miss  Fleming  ?  " 

«« Why  do  you  torture  me  by  saying  all 
this  ?     Do  you  suppose  I  don*t  know  it  ?  " 

"If  you  know  it,  dear,  fly  from  the 
temptation.  Think  how  quickly  a  girl's 
name  may  be  lightly  spoken  of.  God 
forbid  that  yours  ever  should  be  !  Don't 
you  know,  a  whisper  of  reproach  against 
you  would  kill  your  father — a  word  against 
you,  his  darling  ?  Oh,  Dorcas,  for  his  sake, 
for  your  own  sake — meet  him  no  more. 
I  know  how  hard  parting  will  be,  but  it 
must  be.  He  is  not  for  you,  he  belongs 
to  another  woman,  and  if  you  do  not  bid 
him  go,  you  do  dear  Miss  Edith  a  cruel, 
cruel  wrong,  and  you  encourage  him  to 
—sin." 

She  was  sobbing  hard,  convulsive  sobs ; 
how  agonizing  were  her  grief  and  humilia- 
tion to  him  who  would  have  given  his  life 
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for  hers ;  who  would  have  shielded  her 
from  all  sorrow,  who  had  set  her  up  in 
his  heart  as  an  idol,  as  something  too 
beautiful  and  gracious  for  common  daily 
life;  and  now  she  was  standing  before 
him  broken-hearted,  and  not  faultless ! 
Many,  many  thoughts  were  stirring  him 
as  to  the  best  method  of  saving  her  from 
the  blighting  effects  of  the  scandal  that 
must  arise  from  her  indiscretion.  He  had 
said  nothing  against  the  man  who  was  the 
cause  of  her  anguish.  Anger  he  did  feel 
against  him,  but  in  his  large-heartedness 
he  almost  forgave  him,  knowing  the  great- 
ness of  his  temptation.  Besides  what  he 
had  seen  of  Maynard's  bearing  towards  her 
the  previous  evening  convinced  him  that 
his  love  was  pure  as  it  was  great  and 
abiding. 

"  Eeuben,"  she  said  between  her  sobs, 
"  I  did  try  to  shun  him  when — when  I  knew 
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how  it  was.  I  had  no  thouglifc  of  harm  at 
first;  say  you  believe  me." 

"  You  knoTT  I  believe  you  and  pity  you 
from  my  very  heart." 

"  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  ?  I  cannot  live  if 
it  is  all  known  !  When,  when  you  saw  me 
by  the  river  last  night,  I — I  had  gone  there 
to  bid  him  good-bye.  Eeuben,  I  hope  I 
shall  never  see  him  again — " 

Just  then  the  gate  was  opened,  and  some 
one  went  towards  the  porch.  Dorcas 
trembled ;  she  knew  the  footsteps. 

"  It  is  Captain  Maynard,"  said  Reuben, 
looking  into  her  face  with  the  first  sus- 
picion of  her  truth. 

"  Don't  look  at  me  like  that ;  I  have 
not  deceived  you ;  I  thought  he  was  gone. 
Reuben,  don't  leave  me ;  I  cannot  meet 
him  alone." 

Maynard  was  coming  across  the  lawn  to- 
wards them.  Reuben  had  grown  very  white 
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and  stern,  and  tlae  men  looked  at  eacli 
other's  faces  as  they  gravely  saluted. 

"  I  want  a  few  minutes'  speech  alone 
with  Miss  Finch,  if  she  will  allow  me 
them,  Mr.  Williams." 

"  Dorcas  asked  me  to  stay  with  her, 
Captain  Maynard.  If  I  stay,  it  is  because 
I  think  you  are  cruel  in  asking  another 
interview  with  her." 

"  Really  I  do  not  recognize  your  right 
to  interfere  in  my  affairs,"  said  Maynard 
coldly  and  haughtily. 

"  I  admit  that  I  have  no  right,  except 
that  I  love  Dorcas  Finch,  and  that  her 
reputation  is  dearer  to  me  than  life." 

"  The  reputation  of — of  my  future  wife 
must  be  equally  dear  to  me,  sir." 

"  Your  future  wife  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  am  come  to  ask — to  entreat  if 
you  will — that  Dorcas  will  promise  to  be 
my  wife  when  I  am  free  to  wed  her." 
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"  But  Miss  Fleming,  sir  ?  " 

" Miss  Fleming  lias  released  me;  but  as 
that  must  be  for  various  reasons  a  pro- 
found secret  at  present,  I  trust  to  your 
honour  to  respect  my  confidence.  J^ow  I 
think  you  will  allow  I  too  have  a  right  to 
ask  for  a  few  words  wifch  Miss  Finch." 

"  The  best  of  rights,  Captain  Maynard," 
replied  Reuben  huskily,  and  ashy-pale. 
"  I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  have  done  you  an 
injustice." 

"  Yes ;  but  I  respect  your  motive,  and  I 
am  thankful  Dorcas  has  such  a  true  and 
honourable  friend  near  her." 

Then  Reuben  moved  a  little  from  the 
arbour. 

''  Reuben,  don't  leave  me,"  cried  Dorcas, 
who  of  course  had  heard  every  word  of 
the  preceding  conversation. 

"  Dorcas  !  do  you  fear  me,  then  ?  "  said 
Maynard  reproachfully. 
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"  I  fear  myself,"  site  exclaimed  as  slie 
confronted  him  with  beseeching  eyes — a 
picture  of  lovely  girlhood — with  the  first 
expression  of  a  woman's  anguish,  which 
Eeuben  never  forgot,  and  at  which  he  re- 
luctantly and  sorrowfully  gazed. 

JSFever  had  she  looked  to  him  so  touch- 
ingly  beautiful  as  she  did  then.  There 
was  both  a  sweet  pride  and  deference  in 
her  bearing  to  her  lover — something  that 
expressed  at  once  the  depth  of  her  affec- 
tion and  also  the  power  he  possessed  over 
her.  Then  Reuben  knew  his  own  life 
must  for  ever  be  a  blank  so  far  as  regarded 
her  love.  Those  beseeching  eyes  —  that 
exquisite  mouth,  quivering  with  tenderness 
and  sorrow  blended  !  Great  Heaven ;  he 
felt  he  had  no  business  there.  The  scene 
was  too  sacred  to  be  witnessed;  so  he 
walked  a  little  apart,  and  as  it  were 
guarded  them  from  intrusion.     He  could 


EICHER   THAN   WEALTH.  27 

not  hear  their  words,  only  the  sound  of 
their  voices,  marvellously  delicate  and 
sweet;  the  man's  deep  with  passionate 
persuasion,  the  girl's  low  and  faltering 
with  denial,  refusal  again  and  again. 
Lastly  only  Maynard's  tones,  who  in  despair 
had  burst  into  a  passionate,  indeed  inco- 
herent appeal,  hardly  conscious  of  what  he 
was  saying,  or  how  he  was  wounding  the 
unhappy  girl.  But  the  more  impassioned 
he  became,  the  firmer  she  grew  in  her 
refusal,  until  he  at  length  refrained  when 
he  saw  she  was  half-fainting.  Then  his 
despair  and  anger  changed  to  compas- 
sion, and  he  entreated  her  forgiveness ; 
taking  her  in  his  arms  he  kissed  her  in 
what  must  be — farewell  ;  then  releasing 
her  he  hurried  to  Reuben. 

"  You  are  a  good  man  ;  take  care  of 
her ;  I  trust  her  to  you,  and  for  her  sake 
don't  think  too  hardly  of  me."     He  held 
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out   his  hand,    grasped  the  other's,    and 
was  gone. 

"  Dear  Reuben,  take  me  in,"  came  from 
a  tall  white  swaying  figure. 

He  sprang  forward  and  caught  her  just 
as  she  was  falling.  Suddenly  she  became 
a  dead  weight  in  his  arms,  and  he  realized 
that  she  had  fainted.  Tenderly,  reverently 
did  the  strong,  loyal  man  carry  her  to  the 
hall,  and,  laying  the  beautiful  still  form 
on  the  wide  old-fashioned  sofa,  looked  for 
a  moment  on  the  loveliness  which  had 
passed  from  him  for  ever. 

"  The  love  that  shall  endure — the  love 
that  shall  endure,"  he  repeated,  bewildered 
and  desolated  by  the  over-powering  truth. 
Then,  like  one  in  a  dream,  he  called 
Hephzibah,  and  left  her  with  her  young 
mistress. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

"A   woman    sometimes    scorns   what   best    contents 
her." 

Tico  Gentlemen  of  Verona^  Act  iii.  Sc.  1. 

"  Revenged! 
How  should  I  be  revenged  ? " 

Cymbeline,  Act  i.  6. 

To  Edith  the  blow  which  had  fallen  upon 
her  must  be  counted  as  a  double  mis- 
fortune. Instead  of  having  the  prospect 
of  being,  by  her  marriage  to  Maynard,  a 
very  wealthy  lady,  by  participating  in  the 
French  bequest,  she  would  be  either  de- 
pendent on  her  brother's  goodness  or  have 
to  seek  a  home  by  her  own  industry. 
Not  a  word  could  she  breathe  to  either 
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father  or  brother  that  her  engagement  was 
virtually  broken  oflP.  Harry,  with  the 
usual  wisdom  of  young  men,  thought 
Maynard  was  really  carrying  things  too  far 
with  Dorcas  ;  but  he  argued  that  he  would 
never  be  fool  enough  to  throw  Edith  over, 
and  lose  the  chance  of  his  inheritance. 
Both  he  and  his  father  had  long  looked 
forward  to  the  day  of  Edith's  marriage,  as 
an  event  which  would  bring  a  new  era  to 
the  poverty-stricken  family.  She,  when 
Maynard's  wife,  could  do  miracles  for 
them.  No  more  wretched  economies  then, 
but  a  fine  open  hospitality,  like  that  of  the 
good  old  days,  of  which  Harry  had  a  faint 
but  most  pleasant  remembrance. 

On  the  Monday  morning  after  May- 
nard's abrupt  departure  Edith  was  in  the 
breakfast-room,  her  desk  and  wearying 
account-books  and  bills  before  her.  With 
her  slender  income  Maynard's  long  visit 
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had  been  a  heavy  tax,  and  now  the  amount 
of  her  indebtedness  made  her  heart  sink. 
Harry  ought  to  go  to  London  to  be  with  a 
coach,  with  the  view  of  passing  his  exami- 
nation for  the  army;  but  possibly,  if  he 
went  to  London,  he  would  not  work,  but 
get  into  idle,  dissolute  habits.  Everything 
was  against  her,  she  said  to  herself  again 
and  again.  She  hated  to  be  obliged 
to  deceive  her  father  with  regard  to 
the  rupture  of  her  engagement,  but 
she  was  well  aware  that  if  he  knew  the 
truth  the  whole  affair  would  become  an 
open  scandal,  and  worse ;  for,  being  a 
trustee,  he  mio^ht  enforce  her  marriao^e  to 
the  unwilling  Maynard. 

Hemmed  in  on  all  sides — forced  into  a 
state  of  deceit  that  was  abhorrent,  she  felt 
her  position  almost  intolerable.  Sometimes 
a  tormenting  spirit  urged  her  to  blame 
Dorcas ;  and  it  needed  all  her  generosity, 
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now  she  recognized  the  greatness  of  her 
loss,  to  be  just  to  one  who  had  so  greatly 
injured  her. 

Poor  Edith  felt  particularly  irritable  and 
sore  this  morning,  and  she  was  especially 
inclined  to  be  angry  with  Harry,  who  had, 
with  his  usual  selfishness,  just  bought — 
that  is  ordered — a  new  thirty-guinea  breech- 
loader.    This  bill  was  the  last  straw. 

"  How  abominable  !  "  said  she  angrily. 

Just  then  the  culprit  came  in  whistling, 
with  his  lazy  hands  in  his  pockets. 

"  How  I  do  hate  to  hear  a  man  whistling 
in  the  house,"  she  said  to  him. 

"What's  the  matter,  Edith?"  looking 
provokingly  calm  and  innocent. 

"  The  matter  is  this,  that  I  think  you 
are  going  to  ruin." 

"What  is  the  particular  cause  of  ruin 
to-day?" 

"  Why   did   you   order  this   new   gun. 
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when  you  know  I  can't  possibly  pay  for 
it?" 

"  Not  pay  for  it  ?  Wliy,  you'll  soon  be 
flush  enough  of  money,  Edith." 

"  In  what  way,  pray  ?  " 

'*  Why,  as  soon  as  you  are  married." 

"  I  should  advise  you  to  order  nothing 
more  on  the  supposition  of  my  marriage. 
There  is  no  definite  time  fixed,"  she  said 
haughtily.  "  The  gun  is  to  go  back  ;  you 
understand,  Harry." 

"  I'll  be  shot  if  I  send  it  back,"  he 
muttered  sulkily  ;  "  I  should  look  such  a 
fool." 

"  Not  half  such  a  fool  as  you  look  when 
you  order  a  thing,  knowing  you  can't  pay 
for  it." 

"  Perhaps  Maynard  will  buy  it." 

"  Don't  you  dare  to  ask  him,"  she 
said  vehemently.  **  I  have  a  suspicion 
that   you    have   borrowed    money  of  him. 

VOL.    II.  D 
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Have  you,  Harry?  Answer  me  truth- 
fully." 

''  Only  a  pound  or  two,"  he  answered 
sulkilv.  ''  What  the  dickens  does  it  matter 
to  a  rich  fellow  like  him  ?  " 

"  How  much  ?  " 

"  Well,  perhaps  twenty  pounds." 

"  Is  it  possible  you  have  no  self- 
respect?  How  could  you  ask  him  for 
money  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  think  that,  as  he  will  soon  be 
my  brother-in-law,  he's  the  most  natural 
person  to  ask  for  a  loan." 

Edith  almost  groaned  ;  it  was  impossible 
to  sit  still,  so  she  began  to  walk  up  and 
down  the  room. 

"  Harry,  when  are  you  going  to  read  up 
for  your  exam.  ?  Now  Captain  Maynard 
has  left  there  is  no  excuse  for  further  idle- 
ness. Have  you  no  ambition  ?  Do  you 
want  to  be  a  miserable  hanger-on  all  your 
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life  ?  Oh,  if  I  were  but  in  jour  place,  and 
had  jour  opportunities  !  " 

''  Reading  is  such  an  awful  grind  this 
hot  weather." 

"Yes,  reading  is  alwajs  an  awful  grind 
to  jou ;  jou  will  never  take  the  trouble  to 
improve  jourself.  But  there  must  be  an 
end  to  this  state  of  things  ;  if  jou  want  to 
get  into  the  armj,  jou  must  wake  up  and 
work  hard.  If  jou  would  put  half  the 
energj  into  jour  reading  that  jou  give  to 
cricket,  jou  would  soon  pass." 

"  I  hate  reading." 

"  Yerj  well,  then ;  there's  an  end  of  the 
matter.  After  all,  it  is  jourself  who  will 
suffer  ;  and  as  jou  are  so  dull  and  obtuse 
and  heartless,  it  is  reallj  onlj  right  jou 
should  suffer  !  " 

"  Anjthing  else  ?  " 

"  No  ;  onlj  leave  me  in  peace." 

When  he  was  gone  she  locked  the  door, 
D   2 
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— perhaps  banged  it  to,  for  she  was  ex- 
asperated almost  beyond  bearing  that  her 
brother  should  have  borrowed  money  from 
him.  He  must  be  paid  the  20/.  or  30Z., 
— for  the  worst  of  Harry  was,  he  only  told 
half  the  truth.  The  question  was  how  she 
could  possibly  pay  this  debt,  with  scarcely 
any  money  in  hand.  Hurt  as  she  was,  she 
was  still  too  angry  to  give  way  to  tears, 
though  she  felt  half-choked. 

She  possessed  a  few  trinkets, — a  few  of 
her  mother's,  relics  of  more  prosperous 
days;  some  of  them  were  ♦valuable,  and 
Edith  had  always  looked  on  them  with 
much  veneration.  When  she  was  wonder- 
ing how  she  could  pay  this  debt,  she 
remembered  these  jewels,  and  thought  with 
a  strange,  strange  pang,  that  she  would 
never  want  jewellery  any  more.  And  then 
the  storm  burst — a  strong,  proud  woman's 
grief,  terrible  because  so  rare. 
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An  hour  afterwards  she  had  taken  some 
of  those  sacred  old-fashioned  bracelets,  and 
also  a  curious  silver  necklace,  which  was 
much  tarnished,  and  indeed  looked  so 
shabby — though,  even  to  an  unpractised 
eye,  of  beautiful  workmanship — that  Edith 
hesitated  about  adding  it  to  the  other 
jewels,  which  were  certainly  much  more 
respectable  in  appearance.  These  pre- 
cious articles  were  safely  stowed  away  in 
a  little  hand-bag,  and  then  she  drove 
away  towards  the  town  in  her  pony- 
chaise.  There  the  pony  was  put  up  at 
the  inn,  and  she  took  a  return  ticket  to 
the  cathedral  city,  where  she  hoped  she 
might  sell  her  possessions  in  the  little 
bag. 

Arrived  at  the  city,  she  walked  with 
quick,  decisive  steps  to  the  first  jeweller's, 
and,  with  much  trepidation,  took  out  her 
poor  old   collection    amidst  the    trays   of 
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glittering  stones.  The  liead  of  the  busi- 
ness put  on  liis  spectacles,  and  judged 
and  weighed  their  merits  with  cold  calcu- 
lation. He  was  some  time  pricing  them, 
and  Edith  turned  faint  and  cold  with 
suspense.  Ah !  that  she,  a  Fleming,  was 
obliged  to  undergo  such  a  humiliation  ! 
The  jeweller  of  course  saw  that  his 
customer  was  a  lady,  and,  as  there  were 
other  people  in  the  shop,  he  wrote  down 
his  proposed  price  for  each  article.  When 
he  handed  her  the  sheet  of  paper,  with  the 
sum  total  of  48^.  10s.,  she  was  fairly 
astonished.  She  had  had  no  luncheon, 
and  for  an  instant  felt  her  knees  giving 
way  as  she  leaned  against  the  counter ;  she 
managed,  however,  to  bow  her  affirmative, 
and  to  say  faintly,  "  In  gold,"  in  answer 
to  his  question. 

By    the    time    he     returned    with    the 
money  she   had   recovered    sufficiently  to 
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feel  that  slie  was  able  to  walk.  Never 
did  miser  welcome  coins  more  eagerly 
than  she  did  her  precious  treasure,  hold- 
ing her  bag  with  feverish  anxiety  as  she 
quickly  went  back  to  the  station. 

Poor  Edith  !— poor  Edith  !  Had  May- 
nard  only  been  true,  what  magnificent 
jewels  she  might  have  worn,  instead  of 
walking  with  that  poor  little  bag,  and  a 
swelling,  breaking  heart,  in  the  hot  street 
full  of  strangers  ! 

She  was  back  in  time  for  dinner,  and 
no  one  knew  where  she  had  been.  Old 
John,  who  perhaps  had  a  guess  at  her 
business  that  morning,  seemed  as  if  he 
could  not  do  enough  for  her.  She  was 
too  tired  and  worn  to  eat  her  dinner, 
and  was  refusing  some  curry  he  was 
handing. 

"  Now,  Miss  Edith,  do  'ee  try  some.  J 
know  'tis  good,  for  why,  I  made  it  myself. 
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And  the  rice,  look  now,  every  grain  apart ; 
so  do  'ee  have  some." 

"  I  must,  John,  if  you  have  taken  so 
much  trouble  for  me." 

His  sister's  worn  face  and  sad,  heavy 
eyes  were  a  reproach  to  Harry.  He  knew 
she  was  right  in  all  she  said,  but  he  hated 
to  be  told  what  he  ought  to  do  by  a 
woman  !  Edith  was  very  gentle  and  sweet 
to  him  when  he  came  into  the  drawing- 
room. 

"  Harry,  1  was  too  harsh  to  you  this 
morning  ;  we  must  not  quarrel,  deaT  ;  we 
must  keep  together,  you  and  I,  must  we 
not  ?  Let  me  help  you  in  your  work ;  I 
will  do  anything,  everything,  that  you  may 
succeed,  and  make  our  old  name  glorious 

yet." 

Then  she  drew  his  fair  young  head 
down  to  her,  and  kissed  him  with  a 
strange     tenderness,     and     he     felt      his 
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cheek  wet  from  lier  tears  when  she  had 
left. 

Three  years  afterwards,  when  he  w^as 
lying  quietly  "under  the  stars,"  desperately 
wounded  after  a  great  battle,  he  remem- 
bered that  scene — remembered  how  his 
sister's  w^ords  and  sweetness  that  night 
had  struck  down  into  his  heart,  and  given 
him  the  first  longing  to  distinguish  himself. 

The  next  evening  at  half-past  ten,  when 
Edith  was  thinking  of  going  to  bed,  John 
entered,  saying  Captain  Maynard  had  just 
come,  but  would  go  to  bed  at  once,  as  he 
was  so  late.  That,  however,  did  not  agree 
with  Edith's  ideas  of  hospitality.  She 
went  into  the  hall  where  John  was  lighting 
a  bed-room  candle. 

"  Do  have  some  supper ;  John  can  get 
it  directly  for  you,"  she  said,  going  to  him 
with  courteous  welcome. 

"  Well,  perhaps  a  glass  of  sherry  and  a 
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biscuit.     I  am  rather  tired  ;  but  I  deserve 
notbing,  as  I  am  so  late." 

Tired ! — to  Editb  be  looked  gbastly. 
Sbe  went  witb  bim  into  tbe  dining-room, 
wbile  Jobn  brougbt  wine  and  biscuits. 

"  Is  Sir  William  very  ill  ?  " 

*'  Mucb  better,  tbank  you ;  it  was  a 
sligbt  attack." 

Tbe  large  balf-ligbted  room  was  full  of 
sbadows.  Maynard  looked  tbe  gbost  of 
bimself .  Were  tbey  not  botb  gbosts  ? — 
beings  from  wbom  life  and  bappiness  bad 
departed  ?  He  was  evidently  too  sbaken 
to  talk,  and  sbe  felt  be  bad  been  witb 
Dorcas. 

Presently  be  rose. 

"  May  I  see  you  alone  in  tbe  morning  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  Hubert.     Good-nigbt." 

Wben  tbey  met  after  breakfast  in  tbe 
drawing-room,  Editb  took  a  seat  in  one  of 
tbe  deep,  pleasant  windows   wbicb  over- 
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looked  the  lawns  across  which  the  trees  cast 
shadows,  and  where  the  air  was  still  fresh 
from  the  heavy  dew,  and  the  whole  scene 
peaceful  and  beautiful  with  the  summer 
richness  of  foliage.  Maynard,  still  deadly 
pale  from  a  sleepless  night  and  his  ac- 
cusing conscience,  moved  to  the  opposite 
side  of  the  wide  window,  and  confronted, 
standing,  the  calm,  grave  lady  whom  he 
had  so  grievously  wronged.  The  moment 
was  so  intensely  bitter,  that  for  a  few 
minutes  he  remained  silent,  unable  to 
begin  the  story  of  his  treachery.  One 
grain  of  comfort  he  certainly  did  find, 
in  witnessing  the  calm,  proud,  and  almost 
indifferent  bearing  of  his  companion. 

"  Edith,"  he  said  at  length,  "  you  know 
the  whole  story." 

"  Yes,  Hubert." 

"  If  you  had  loved  me,  there  could  have 
been  no  such    story.      I   could  not   have 
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been  a  traitor  to  your  love ;  but  you  did 
not.  I  came  here  five  weeks  ago  deter- 
mined to  win  your  affection.  Without 
being  egotistical,  I  thought  I  might  win 
you  to  me  with  a  lover's — a  husband's 
tenderness.  If  1  have  any  excuse  for  my 
conduct  to  you,  it  would  be  your  coldness. 
I  was  so  conscious  of  wishing  for  your 
love ;  I  so  hoped  for  a  little  softness ; 
some  little  sign  that  1  might  become  dear 
to  you,  but  you  chilled  me.  Only  once 
did  you  unbend  a  little,  that  first  evening, 
and  then  I  was  very  happy  for  a  short 
time ;  but  when  I  naturally  wished  to  kiss 
you,  you  again  drew  back,  and  there  was 
something  in  your  manner  that  hurt  me 
very  much;  it  was  as  if  I  were  taking 
an  unwarrantable  liberty  instead  of  my 
right.  Had  you  felt  it  possible,  Edith,  to 
show  me  a  little  tenderness  then  I  could 
never  have    been   faithless   to   you.     But 
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you  know  you  said  before,  with  vehement 
passion,  that  our  bondage  was  hateful,  and 
that  there  was  no  love  between  us.  There 
was  not,  I  know,  on  your  side ;  but  believe 
me  I  was  very  much  drawn  to  you  that 
night :  your  subsequent  coldness  only  too 
surely  convinced  me  that  you  regarded  the 
fulfilment  of  the  contract  with  feelings  of 
the  greatest  pain.  The  idea  of  taking  an 
unwilling  bride  is  very  terrible  to  a  man." 

These  words  of  his,  evidently  so  heart- 
felt, so  true,  fell  on  her  heart  with  the 
very  irony  of  despair.  In  her  proud  self- 
assurance  it  seemed  as  if  she  had  delibe- 
rately driven  him  from  her,  and  sacrificed 
her  own  happiness. 

**  Then,  Edith,"  he  continued  in  a  low 
tone,  "  you  know  what  happened ;  you 
sent  me  to  the  farm  to  arrest  what  you 
thought  your  brother's  infatuation.  Tou 
forgot  that  I,  too,  was  a   man — easily  led 
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into  temptation.  I  saw  her,  and  her  eyes 
seemed  to  look  straight  into  my  heart.  I 
was  sure  the  attraction  was  mutual.  I 
saw  she  felt  the  power  of  my  presence, 
and  that  increased  the  fascination.  .  .  . 
Before  I  left  her  I  knew  I  loved  her. 
Edith,  I  ought  never  to  have  seen  her 
again ;  but  I  tried  to  silence  my  conscience 
by  vowing  every  visit  should  be  the  last, 
until  the  time  came  when  I  knew  I  was 
beloved  in  return ;  and  then,  though  she 
shunned  me,  I  could  not  leave  her.  For 
her  sake,  you  must  believe  her  innocent  of 
all  wrong  towards  you.  The  wrong  is 
mine.  Last  Saturday  I  went  down  to  bid 
her  good-bye.  I  ventured  to  speak  to  her ; 
she  instantly  rebuked  me,  but  I  stayed  on. 
I  could  not  leave  her  without  speaking  the 
truth.  She  refused  me  utterly,  and  sent 
me  from  her ;  but  accident  betrayed  how 
dear  I  was.     Two  short  verses  in  Italian, 
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written  in  farewell,  fluttered  to  my  feet. 
.  .  .  Then  you  know  what  happened.  I 
have  told  you  all :  you  had  the  right  to 
know.  Last  night  I  saw  her  again ;  I 
pressed  her  to  consent  to  a  private  mar- 
riage, but  she  has  refused  me  altogether. 
I  have  sinned  against  you,  Edith,  and  I 
am  terribly  punished." 

She  was  sitting  with  one  hand  shading 
her  eyes  from  him,  touched  quite  too 
much  by  his  confidence  and  evident  con- 
trition. She  was  obliged  to  wait  a  little 
while  before  she  could  speak  to  him,  her 
voice  was  so  full  of  tears. 

"  Hubert,"  she  said  presently,  and 
raising  her  eyes  to  his,  ''you  are  forgiven 
most  completely.  As  you  say,  it  would 
have  been  traitorous  if  you  had  won  my 
love  and  then  left  me  ;  but  as  you  were 
only  trying  to  fulfil  a  hard  and  most  un- 
natural contract,  I  cannot  blame  you  for 
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falling  under  tlie  sway  of  such  a  powerful 
temptation.  But,  Hubert,  I  do  blame  you 
for  staying  on  here  ;  you  must  know  that 
your  doing  so  has  been  very  painful  to  me, 
and  you  have  also  compromised  Dorcas. 
Your — your  passion  for  her  has  led  you  to 
strangely  forget  the  consideration  which 
as  a  gentleman  you  owe  me.  Why  were 
you  not  manly  enough  to  make  this  ex- 
planation earlier  ?  Why  did  you  allow 
even  my  guests  to  witness  the  evidence  of 
your  affection  for  Dorcas  ?  Your  conduct 
has  put  both  her  and  myself  in  a  very  dis- 
agreeable position  ;  for,  as  things  appear 
to  outsiders,  people  imagine  I  am  still 
engaged  to  you ;  and  I  suppose  that,  for 
your  sake,  they  must  continue  to  think  so. 
.  .  .  Though  such  a  conclusion  makes  my 
position  a  very  invidious  one,  to  say  the 
least,"  she  said, — colouring  with  haughty 
displeasure. 
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"  Would  to  God  I  were  dead  !  "  said  the 
unhappy  man  ;  ''I  know  how  you  must 
hate  such  a  tie  being  thought  possible  now ; 
but  I  cannot  help  it.  If  the  rupture  of  our 
engagement  were  known,  probably  your 
father  and  my  uncle  would  force  us  into  a 
marriage." 

''  Never,  Hubert." 

*'  Oh,  that  we  should  be  bound  by  such 
an  accursed  contract !  What  hurts  me 
more  than  anything  is  that  I  have  deprived 
you  of  your  rightful  fortune." 

"  As  all  possibility  is  gone  of  either  of 
us  ever  claiming  your  relative's  bequest,  I 
think  we  need  not  discuss  the  question, 
need  we  ?  "  she  asked  haughtily. 

"  Edith,  Edith  !  do  not  be  too  hard;  I 
would  do  anything  for  your  welfare ;  I  feel 
bound  to  you  as  a  brother  for  ever.  Will 
you  not  let  me  be  your  brother  and  make 
your  cares  my  own  ?  " 

VOL.    II.  B 
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**  You  forget  that  I  have  Harry/'  she 
said  coldly, — and  that  reminds  me  of  a  debt 
he  owes  you.  I  believe  he  borrowed  money 
from  you.  Will  you  tell  me  the  exact 
amount  ?  " 

"  It  was  a  small  sum,  and  any  way  it  is 
his  debt,  not  yours." 

"  Pardon  me,  Harry  has  no  money  of  his 
own.  I  speak  as  my  father's  representa- 
tive. Harry  mentioned  20L,  but  I  feel  sure 
that  was  under  the  real  amount.  I  ask 
you  to  tell  me,  to  the  best  of  your  belief, 
what  the  amount  was." 

*'  I  really  do  not  remember." 

"  Hubert,  you  must  remember.  Even  if 
I  were  your  betrothed  wife,  any  such  obli- 
gation would  be  most  disagreeable ;  but 
now  it  would  be  galling,"  she  said  pas- 
sionately. 

"  I  do  not  know  the  exact  sum  ;  it  was 
something  under  30L     Is  it  possible  you 
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can  wound  me  so ;  am  I  so  mercenary  ? 
May  I  not,  if  I  clioose,  make  a  gift  to  your 
brother  ?  " 

"  No,  no  ;  it  is  impossible,"  she  replied, 
with  an  anger  and  agitation  which  sur- 
prised him. 

''  I  am  really  sorry  you  should  be  so 
hurt  by  a  very  ordinary  transaction,"  he 
replied  sadly. 

"  Of  course  you  will  inform  your  uncle 
that  our  engagement  is  at  an  end,"  she  con- 
tinued haughtily. 

''  How  can  I,  Edith  ?  " 

*'  It  is  your  duty  to  tell  him  at  once." 

"  Yes,  it  is  my  duty  ;  but  how  can  I  risk 
all?" 

"  Is  it  not  rather  too  late  to  say  that  ?  " 
she  said  scornfully.  ''  Pray  understand 
that  I  can  be  no  party  to  deceiving  Sir 
William,  even  if  necessity  obliges  me  to 
deceive  my  father  for  his  own  sake." 
E  2 
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"  I  cannot  promise  to  tell  my  uncle  yet." 

*'  Then  you  leave  me  no  alternative  but 
to  tell  him  myself." 

*'  Your  doing  so  will  probably  be  my 
complete  ruin." 

"  I  do  not  think  so  ;  but  of  course  you 
must  expect  to  suffer  a  little." 

"  Suffer  !  Have  I  not  suffered  ?  If  you 
wish  to  be  revenged,  you  certainly  have 
the  power,"  he  said  bitterly. 

''  Pardon  me,  there  is  no  question  of 
revenge.  It  is  simply  impossible  for  me 
to  allow  your  uncle  to  think  me  still 
engaged  to  you ;  either  you  must  tell  him 
the  truth,  or  J  must." 

"Is  there  any  necessity  that  he  should 
be  told  immediately  ?  " 

"  J  think  so.  Captain  Maynard,"  she  said 
again  with  that  proud  blush  of  displeasure. 

"  Then  pray  let  no  consideration  for  me 
influence  you.     Tell  him  at  once  ;  tell  him 
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the  bond  that  was  always  hateful  to  you  is 
broken,  and  that  you  never  loved  me  even 
in  friendship,"  he  said  with  passionate 
anger. 

An  angry  retort  rose  to  her  lips  ;  with 
difficulty  she  repressed  it,  and  then  smiled 
when  she  felt  her  eyes  full  of  burning, 
passionate  tears.  It  was  better  he  should 
think  so ;  better  a  thousand  times,  that  he 
should  reproach  her,  than  guess  the  truth ; 
but  just  then  she  could  not  speak  with 
calmness  ;  so  she  remained  silent,  looking 
out  into  the  garden,  and  fearing  he  would 
see  those  stupid,  treacherous  tears  which 
half-blinded  her. 

"  Good  Heavens,  what  am  I  saying  to 
you  !  "  he  exclaimed  sorrowfully.  "  Try 
to  forgive  me,  Edith,  if  you  can ;  that  is 
all  I  will  or  dare  say  to  you,  now.  I  know 
my  uncle  ought  to  be  told,  and — and  yet  I 
shrink  from  telling  him.     Would  not  any 
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man,  who  lias  broken  fai^^li  as  I  have, 
shrink  ?  I  have  no  right  to  ask  it,  but, 
Edith,  would  you  wait  a  little  while,  even 
if  you  despise  my  want  of  manliness  in 
not  acknowledging  my  error  at  once  ?  " 

"  I  will  wait  for  a  fortnight ;  after  that 
time,  unless  I  hear  from  you,  I  must  write 
to  Sir  William." 

"  Your  forbearance  and  generosity  only 
increase  my  debt  to  you,"  he  said  in  a  low 
tone.  "  I  will  ask  you  to  make  my  adieux 
to  your  father  and  Harry — and  can  my 
things  be  sent  on  to  Exton  ?  I  shall  go  up 
by  the  mail- train  to-night." 

"  I  will  have  everything  sent  to  Exton  in 
time,"  she  replied,  feeling  that  all  the 
bitterness  of  a  life-long  parting  was  at  hand. 

"  Captain  Maynard — Hubert,"  she  said, 
and  now  she  was  careless  whether  he  saw 
her  tears  or  not — ^*  we  must  not  part  in 
anger;  I  freely  and  fully  forgive  you — may 
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— may  your  futui^e  life  be  happy  and 
honourable!  Good-bye/' — and  she  held 
out  her  hand  to  him,  which  he  clasped ; 
and  murmuring  some  low  words,  he  left 
her. 

She  stood  there  some  time,  with  an  im- 
mensity of  pain  and  anguish  in  her  eyes, 
then,  with  slow  stateliness,  went  through 
the  hall  upstairs  to  her  room. 

"Oh,  my  God!  my  God!  but  how  I 
have  loved  him,"  she  exclaimed  when  she 
was  alone,  quite  alone. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

"  Cymbeline  :  Past  grace  1  obedience  1 
"  Imogen  :  Past  hope,  and  in  despair  ;  that  way,  past 
grace." 

CymheU7ie,  Act  i.  Sc   1. 

"  Good  name  in  man  or  woman 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls." 

Othello,  Act  iii.  Sc.  2. 

"  She's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes, 
And  strokes  death  to  her." 

Cymbeline,  Act  iii.  Sc.  5. 

The  morning  after  her  last  parting  from 
Captain  Maynard,  Dorcas  felt  really  ill, 
with  the  throbbing  head,  and  the  intense 
lassitude  which  follows  mental  suffer- 
ing.    Her  mother,  apprehensive  that  her 
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languor  and  heaviness  were  signs  of 
the  beginning  of  some  feverish  attack, 
sent  her  to  her  room  to  lie  down.  Mrs. 
Finch  knew  nothing  of  her  having  fainted 
the  previous  evening  ;  that  was  a  secret 
between  Reuben  and  the  faithful  Hephzi- 
bah.  So,  when  Dorcas  was  lying  with 
closed  eyes  in  her  pretty  room,  which  was 
pleasantly  shaded  by  the  blind  being  down, 
she  heard  her  father  come  in,  and  ask,  in 
tones  very  different  from  his  usual  calm 
and  kind  ones, — 

"  Where's  Dorcas  ?  " 

Then  she  knew  the  crisis  had  come. 
Just  now  she  felt  so  unable  to  bear  any 
excitement ;  and  the  pain  of  the  coming 
interview  would  be  so  great,  the  anguish 
intolerable, — to  know  that  she  had  fallen  in 
her  father's  esteem.  She  heard  him  coming 
upstairs  with  hasty  steps,  betokening  pas- 
sionate anger,  and  he  entered  the  room. 
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She  had  risen  from  the  sofa,  and  now 
stood  confronting  him, — very  pale,  very 
lovely ;  with  no  fear,  but  with  an  appeal 
to  his  forgiveness  and  compassion.  Per- 
haps never  before  had  the  father  realized 
all  his  child's  beauty. 

"  Dorcas,"  he  said  hoarsely,  "  What's 
this  Parson  Anstey  has  been  telling  me 
about  you  and  Captain  Maynard  ?  " 

No  reply  came ;  she  was  still  looking 
into  his  face,  as  if  to  deprecate  his  anger. 

''  You  don't  dare  tell  me  it's  true  !  I  told 
him  it  was  a  confounded  lie  !  He — he  said 
he  saw  you  with  Captain  Maynard  down 
by  the  river  at  ten  o'clock  on  Tuesday 
night.  I'll  never  believe  as  my  daughter 
would  disgrace  herself  by  meeting  a  man 
who's  as  good  as  married,  alone  in  the 
night-time." 

Then  her  eyes  fell,  and  she  drew  a  long 
breath,  which  was  almost  a  sob. 
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"  Father,  I  did  meet  him." 

"  You — did — meet  him  !  "  said  he,  anger, 
doubt,  grief,  and  suspicion  gathering 
with  dreadful  force  within  him.  ''  Then 
I  wish  as  you'd  died  when  you  was  a 
little  one,  before  you  could  be  brought  to 
shame." 

"  No,  no,  father,  I  have  done  very 
wrong,  but  I  have  not  disgraced  myself." 

'*  Not  disgraced  yourself ! "  he  said 
loudly  and  passionately,  "  when  you  say 
as  you  did  meet  him, — another  woman's 
sweetheart, — a  man  as  is  a  gentleman  by 
rank,  though  he's  a  cursed  villain  to  have 
enticed  you.  Ah,  if  I  had  ha'  known  I'd 
ha'  broke  every  bone  in  his  body  before 
he  should  ha'  led  you  wrong." 

"  Oh,  father !  dear  father !  don't  think 
that  of  me,  I — I  am  a  good  girl.  I  went 
to  the  river  to  bid  him  good-bye.  I  know 
— I  know   I    ought  not  to  have  gone.     I 
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know  I  ouofht  never  to  have  liked  him  so  : 
but — but,  oh,  I  could  not  help  it  !  " 

''  Ay,  ay,  I  see  how  'tis.  I  eddicated 
you  out  of  your  condition,  as  the  parson 
says.  I  thought  to  make  a  lady  of  joii 
because  you  was  so  pretty  and  gentle-like, 
and  this  " — with  almost  a  sob — "  is  the 
ending  of  it ;  my  pretty  maid  has  disgraced 
herself.  Parson's  right,  'tis  all  this  learn- 
ing, and  all  these  light  books  as  corrupts 
young  women,  and  makes  them  light  of 
conduct.  Do  you  know  your  name  and 
his  are  in  everybody's  mouth  ?  Do  you 
know  they  say  you  have  lost  your 
character  r " 

"  I  have  not  lost  my  character  in  the 
way  they  mean.  Captain  Maynard  loves 
me  too  much  to  injure  me,"  she  said, 
roused  and  angry. 

"  What  !  you  dare  to  speak  of  his  love 
as  if  you  were  proud  of  it  ?     Why,  Dorcas, 
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don't  you  understand  it's  to  your  sbame 
to  be  loved  by  him  at  all  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  know  it  only  too  well,  father," 
she  replied,  in  a  low,  tired  voice. 

"  Then,  if  you  knew  'twas  wrong,  why 
did  you  not  shun  the  man,  as  a  modest 
maid  would  ha'  done  ?  Things  are  all 
going  bad  with  me,  but  this  is  the  worst 
of  all, — the  worst  of  all !  I  shall  never 
hold  up  my  head  again,  Dorcas,  and  feel 
proud  of  ye  as  I  used.  And  never  such 
a  thing  heard  of  in  my  family,  nor  your 
poor  mother's ;  for  our  maids  ha'  always 
been  modest,  and  our  wives  honest  women. 
I  thought  you  was  a  discreet,  modest 
maid,  too,  and  would  never  get  yourself 
talked  about  in  this  shameful  way.  But," 
with  rising  passion,  "  I'll  take  good  care 
in  the  future  ye  shan't  have  a  chance  of 
being  talked  about,  or  a  chance  of  being 
enticed;  for  you  shall  go  to  my  cousin's  in 
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Wales,  and  that's  far  enough  oE,  I  reckon, 
to  stop  folks'  tongues." 

"  Don't,  don't  send  me  there,  father." 

"  And  why  should  I  not  ?  It  would  ha' 
been  a  deal  better,  I  reckon,  if  ye'd  gone 
there  at  first,  years  ago,  and  then  I'd  ha' 
never  felt  the  hurt  I  feel  this  day.  To 
have  bred  up  a  child  as  has  deceived 
me  !  " 

''  I — I  never  meant  to  deceive  you. 
Oh,  father,  father,  have  some  pity  on 
me!" 

"  Pity  !  "  with  scornful  passion.  "  As 
ye  have  sowed  ye  must  reap.  I  don't 
say  as  I  think  ye  are  a  fallen,  shameless 
one :  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  kill  the  man 
that  shamed  you  :  no,  no,  ye  are  not  that, 
thank  God  !  but  ye  can  never  be  again 
what  you  once  was,  Dorcas,  the  sweetest, 
prettiest  maid  that  ever  a  father  loved; 
and  God  only  knows  how  I  ha'  delighted 
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in  you,  and  loved  you.  Thinking,  in  my 
high,  proud,  sinful  heart,  as  ye  was  indeed 
a  gentle  lady,  and  different  from  the  other 
farmers'  daughters  round  about.  But  now 
I  am  rarely  punished.  Every  lout  can 
shame  me  now  when  he  tells  how  you've 
let  your  pretty  head — Why  ha'  ye  done  it  ? 
Why  ha'  ye  done  it  ?  "  he  exclaimed  with 
sudden  hysterical  passion,  which  grew  and 
grew,  until  he  was  hardly  conscious  of 
what  he  was  saying.  His  voice  was  harsh, 
his  gestures  violent,  his  face  pale  and 
suffering.  Would  poor  Dorcas,  standing 
with  her  hand  upon  her  heart,  ever  forget 
that  picture  of  a  father's  grief  !  Into  this 
scene  came  the  wife  and  mother  terrified. 

"  Wilham,  what  is  this  ?  What  has 
Dorcas  done  that  you  are  so  cruel  to  her  ?  " 

"  Done  !  "—with  thunder.  "  She  has 
disgraced  herself  and  her  family." 

"  No,  no,  I'll  never  believe  our  Dorcas 
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has  done  that.  Your  father  forgets  him- 
self, my  dear,  when  he  speaks  hke  that." 

*'  Forget  myself  !  I  wish  I  could  forget 
I  was  father  to  such  a  child  !  " 

"  Mother,  mother,  I  have  done  very 
wrong,  but  you  know  I  am  innocent — don't 
you?"  with  a  wild  appeal  in  her  lovely 
eyes, — a  picture  of  tragedy  and  beauty 
which  father  and  mother  ever  remembered 
in  after-years. 

"  My  darling,  1  am  your  mother,  what- 
ever you  may  have  done." 

And  then  Dorcas  was  in  her  arms,  and 
the  girl's  sobs  were  wild  and  terrible.  The 
unhappy  father  stood  irresolute,  and  then 
passed  slowly  away  from  that  sight  of  a 
wife  roused  to  defiance,  while  she  held  her 
suffering  child  in  her  arms.  She  had  asked 
no  question  to  enlighten  the  mystery.  She 
knew  nothing  of  any  scandal,  and  she  was 
equally    ignorant    of    any   love    between 
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Dorcas  and  Maynard.  When  her  husband 
had  come  in,  disturbed  and  angry,  she  had 
been  surprised;  but  when  she  heard  his 
raised  voice  and  angry  vehemence  she  was 
frightened ;  and  after  waiting  some  time 
by  the  stairs  she  went  into  the  room. 
That  her  husband  should  ever  raise  his 
voice  to  Dorcas  ! — her  to  whom  he  had  ever 
been  so  gentle, — for  whom  nothing  was  too 
good, — whose  every  wish  was  considered, 
until  the  mother  had  sometimes  felt  in- 
clined to  be  jealous  and  hurt  by  the  love 
given  to  her  own  beautiful  child.  Now  she 
was  told  by  the  husband  she  loved  and  re- 
vered that  this  idolized  child  had  disgraced 
herself.  So  the  poor  mother,  with  fear  in 
her  heart  as  to  what  might  be  the  cause 
of  her  child's  misery,  held  her,  and  soothed 
her,  as  if  she  were  again  "  a  little  one," 
aad  forbore  to  ask  her  the  cause  of  those 
bitter   sobs.     When   Dorcas   could   speak 
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the  story  was  all  gasped  forth.  Not  one 
reproach  did  the  mother  utter,  and  per- 
haps the  two  were  nearer  than  they  ever 
had  been  since  Dorcas  had  arrived  at 
womanhood.  The  days  that  followed  were 
wretched.  Dorcas  was  so  shaken  and 
spiritless  that  she  implored  her  mother  to 
let  her  keep  altogether  in  her  own  room ; 
but  her  father  insisted  on  her  coming 
down  to  meals,  which  proved  hours  of 
torture ;  for  sometimes  a  stern,  cruel  word, 
would  make  her  blush  or  tremble  when 
her  father  "  cast  up "  her  sins  to  her. 
Alas  1  alas  !  a  new  feeling  had  sprung  to 
life  as  regarded  him.  She  now  feared  him  ; 
— felt  he  was  hard,  unjust,  and  unfor- 
giving. Sometimes  she  was  terribly 
tempted  to  write  those  few  words  which 
would  bring  her  lover  again  to  her  side. 

Anything,  anything  to  escape  from  her 
once  happy  home,  which  was  now  virtually 
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her  prison,  for  slie  was  forbidden  to  leave 
the  gardens. 

"  Dorcas,  Dorcas,  my  child,  what  can  I 
do  for  yon  ?  yon  frighten  me,"  said  the 
unhappy  mother,  coming  upon  her  one 
night,  when  she  was  walking  up  and  down 
in  her  bedroom,  with  despair  on  her  face. 

"  Oh,  if  I  could  but  die  !  How  you 
must  despise  me,  mother,  and  condemn 
me    for   bringing    all    this    trouble    upon 

you." 

"  Despise  and  condemn  my  own  child, 
my  dear  !  Pray  don't  talk  so ;  go  to  bed, 
my  dear." 

"Why  is  father  so  hard  ?  I  can't  stay 
here,  I  shall  go  mad ;  I  must  go  away  !  " 

"  But,  my  dear,  where  can  you  go  ?  " 

"  Anywhere,  anywhere  from  this 
place !  " 

"  Oh,  my  dear,  how  burning  your  hands 
are,  go  to  bed  and  try  to  sleep." 
¥   2 
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"  Sleep  !  "  Then  there  was  a  wild  burst 
of  tears 5  which  ended  by  calming  her  with 
weariness.  Poor  Dorcas  !  And  there  were 
other  wretched  people  in  that  house.  An 
old  man  lying  with  wide-open  eyes, 
staring  into  the  night,  and  occasionally 
moaning,  when  sleep  vanished  again  and 
again.  A  kind  woman,  wakeful  too, 
wiping  away  her  tears  very  quietly,  awed 
by  this  change  in  her  husband, — this  new 
bitterness,  this  new  sternness  to  his 
favourite  child.     And  so  a  week  passed. 

It  appeared  as  if  some  unhappy  fate  had 
changed  the  whole  life  of  that  most  pleasant 
home ;  yes,  pleasant  in  spite  of  much  care 
through  bad  times  and  the  debts  of  an  im- 
provident son. 

For  Dorcas  had  been  to  the  proud  old 
yeoman  a  never-failing  source  of  happiness. 
Her  gentle,  well-bred  manners,  her  sweet 
voice,    her    happy  laughter,   and    all    the 
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charm  of  her  beautiful  young  womanhood, 
had  been  to  him  something  almost  too 
dear,  too  precious,  to  speak  of.  And  now 
— how  this  beloved  child  had  fallen  !  His 
anger  was  so  great  because  his  love  was  so 
great. 

The  cruel  wound  which  so  hurt  his  pride 
was  that  any  should  have  dared  to  speak 
lightly  of  his  darling.  The  once  kind 
master,  the  once  kind  husband  and  father 
was  now  harsh  and  overbearing. 

A  stern,  pale  old  man,  full  of  bitter 
words  to  all  around  him,  and  quickly 
hurried  by  the  least  opposition  into  terrible 
bursts  of  passion. 

The  weather  had  changed  from  glorious 
summer  heat  to  cloudy  skies  and  cold,  per- 
sistent rain,  and  thunder-storms,  making 
a  cheerless  forecast  for  the  harvest, 
and  disheartening  all  the  unfortunate 
farmers    and    landowners.       The    dreary 
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prospect  out  of  doors  added  to  the  gloom 
of  tlie  unhappy  household  at  the  farm. 

But  after  that  week  Hephzibah,  who 
once  or  twice  had  "  spoken  up  "  to  her  old 
master, — for  she  was  yery  quick-tempered, 
— determined  to  see  Miss  Edith;  perhaps 
she  might  be  able  to  cast  oil  on  the 
troubled  waters.  Hephzibah  was  quite 
fierce  on  the  score  of  poor  Dorcas's 
wrongs  ;  not  a  word  would  she  say  in  her 
disfavour,  and,  indeed,  had  given  one  of 
the  cottagers'  wives  such  a  trouncing  when 
she  had  dared  to  mention  the  scandal, 
that  the  woman  had  retired  frightened 
enough  by  the  old  servant's  anger. 

But  if  the  culprit  was  very  tenderly 
dealt  with,  the  innocent  Molly  had  an 
exceptionally  hard  time ;  and  so  often  went 
about  with  tears  on  her  good-humoured, 
round  face,  that  her  kind  mistress  at  last 
reprimanded  Hephzibah. 
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That  evening,  when  everytliing  was 
arranged  in  tlie  spotless  order  that 
always  reigned  at  the  farm,  Hephzibah 
put  on  her  bonnet  and  shawl  and  pro- 
ceeded to  the  Hall  through  those  pleasant 
meads  and  corn-fields,  the  latter  giving 
promise  of  a  bountiful  harvest  if  only 
blessed  by  warmth  and  sunshine.  After 
a  wet  morning  the  evening  was  fine,  and 
a  little  brightness  in  the  western  sky  gave 
promise  of  more  genial  weather. 

It  was  about  half-past  eight  when 
she  reached  the  fragrant,  beautiful  gar- 
dens, and  saw  Edith  slowly  walking 
up  and  down  the  broad  terraced  walk. 
Hephzibah  approached  her  with  some 
timidity,  but  Edith  advanced  with  kind 
welcome. 

"  Good  evening,  Hepzibah  ;  I  am  glad 
to  see  you  out  after  all  the  rain.  Did  you 
want  to  see  me  or  Hannah  ?  " 
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''  You,  please  miss,  if  T  may  make  so 
bold/' 

"Ah!  you  want  to  speak  to  me  ;  come  to 
this  chair  then,  we  can  talk  while  you  rest." 

A  pause,  during  which  poor  Hephzi 
found  it  dijficult  to  begin, — knowing  only 
too  well  how  much  "  her  lamb,"  as  she 
sometimes  called  Dorcas,  had  sinned 
against  this  grand,  kind  lady. 

"  Is  there  anything  wrrong  at  the  farm?" 
the  latter  asked  gently. 

"  Everything  is  wrong,  mum."  And  then 
Hephzibah  fairly  hid  her  face  in  her  apron 
and  cried. 

"  Let  me  get  you  a  glass  of  wine  ;  you 
are  tired." 

"ISTo,  thank  'ee,  mum;  no,  thank  'ee;  pray 
do  'ee  excuse  me ;  but  you  see.  Miss  Edith, 
there's  been  a  dreadful  upset  between  the 
master  and  Miss  Dorcas.  Parson  Anstey 
told  the  master  as  he  saw  miss  with — with 
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— oil,  dear  !  oh,  dear !  you  do  know  who  I 
do  mean,  dear  Miss  Edith  ?" 

"  Yes,  Hephzibah." 

"  Well,  the  master  was  in  a  dreadful 
way,  and  since  he's  been  just  awful  with 
his  bitter  words  and  his  passions,  and  keeps 
casting  up  her  faults  to  her,  poor  dear, 
until  she's  like  to  run  away,  or  do  some'at 
desperate ;  o'  course  I  know  as  what  she 
have  done  was  very  wrong,  but  the  master 
'uU  drive  her  to  worse,  I  am  afeared, 
with  his  cruel  words.  I  don't  see  as 
Parson  Anstey  had  any  cause  to  go  and 
make  such  mischief.  And  so.  Miss 
Edith,  I  have  made  bold  to  come  and  ask 
you  to  come  and  see  Miss  Dorcas,  and 
tell  her  what  she  ought  to  do ;  and 
perhaps  ye'd  speak  a  word  to  the  master 
too." 

Here  was  a  fine  dramatic  situation ! 
thought   Edith,  smiling   a   little  bitterly; 
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but  liking  the  old  servant  exceedingly  for 
her  loyal  love  for  Dorcas, — the  love  which 
entirely  blinded  her  to  the  strange  and 
awkward  position  in  which  she  had  placed 
Edith.  Another  time  she  would  have  felt 
gratified  by  this  belief  in  her  infallibility, 
and  in  her  power  to  set  things  right. 
Just  now,  however,  she  felt  a  haughty  dis- 
inclination to  meet  old  Mr.  Finch,  or,  in- 
deed, any  of  the  family.  If  she  went  she 
knew  she  would  not  be  able  to  resist  any 
appeal  from  Dorcas,  and  yet — she  had 
hardly  forgiven  Dorcas. 

"  So  you  wish  me  to  come  down, 
Hephzibah  ?  I  really  don't  see  that  my 
coming  will  do  any  good." 

''  Oh,  dear  Miss  Edith,  do  'ee  come  ! 
Everybody  knows  how  clever  you  are ;  if 
ye'd  only  say  a  word  to  the  master  and 
Miss  Dorcas." 

"  Well,    then,    Hephzibah,    I    will    call 


EICHER    THAN    WEALTH.  75 

to-morrow  morning.     And  now,  won't  you 
go  in  and  see  the  servants  ?  " 

"Not  to-night,  thank  'ee,  mum;  I  do  hope 
as  you'll  excuse  the  liberty  I  have  took." 

"  It's  no  liberty,  Hephzibah.  Be  faith- 
ful always  to  Miss  Dorcas.      Good-night." 

And  she  began  her  solitary  promenade 
again.  Wo,  she  had  not  forgiven  Dorcas. 
Since  Maynard  had  left  her,  the  hopeless 
irritating  struggle  of  the  future  with  their 
impoverished  estate  weighed  upon  her. 
She  might  have  done  so  much ;  now  she 
could  do  nothing.  For  herself,  perhaps, 
she  did  not  care  so  keenly  ;  but  there  was 
her  father,  unlovely  in  his  sarcastic  speech, 
his  gloomy  moods,  his  endless  fault-finding; 
but  still  the  same  father  she  remembered  a 
handsome,  prosperous  country  gentleman, 
kind,  generous,  and  hospitable,  until  that 
dire  bank  broke  and  swept  the  greater  part 
of   their  property  away  in    the    universal 
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ruin.  It  had  been  lier  dream  oi:  years  past 
that  she  might  be  able  to  surround  him  with 
something  of  his  old  luxury  in  the  evening 
of  his  days ;  but  that  was  now  impossible. 

And  Harry,  heedless  and  selfish,  was 
somehow  very  dear  to  the  bereft  woman. 
His  career,  his  life,  should  now  be  her 
charge  until  he  married,  when,  perhaps, 
he  might  tell  her  to  seek  another  home ! 
Edith,  in  her  disappointment  and  bitterness, 
expected  little  gratitude  from  any  one. 

The  next  morning,  which  opened  with 
some  promise  of  a  fine  day,  Edith  walked 
down  to  the  farm.  As  she  proceeded  she 
wondered  much  what  she  must  say ;  and 
she  was  fall  of  conjecture  as  to  the 
amount  of  pain  she  and  Dorcas  must  en- 
dure in  their  meeting. 

Hephzibah,  who  in  truth  had  been  rather 
frightened  when  she  had  accomplished  the 
object  of  her  journey  to  the  Hall,  received 
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Miss  Fleming  with  extra  respect,  and 
simply  asked  her  to  walk  up  to  Dorcas's 
room,  when  she  announced  her  to  the  sur- 
prised girl,  who  was  reading,  but  who 
started  to  her  feet  as  she  echoed  the  words, 
"  Miss  Fleming." 

For  an  instant  they  stood  so, — face  to 
face.  Then  Dorcas's  beautiful  eyes  and 
head  drooped  with  an  intolerable  shame 
and  grief.  Edith  was  much  agitated  too. 
The  situation  of  each  was  so  painful ;  and 
then  the  piteous  change  in  Dorcas  !  The 
look  of  positive  ill-health,  the  fragility 
of  her  whole  appearance  touched  Edith 
keenly,  eyen  to  tears. 

Suddenly  Dorcas  raised  her  eyes,  and 
there  was  a  blending  of  defiance  and  shame 
in  their  expression. 

"  You  have  come  to  reproach  me.  I 
deserve  all  you  can  say.  I  have  forgotten 
all   your    kindness,   all   your    generosity. 
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You  must  hate  me.  I  should  hate  the 
woman  who  had  injured  me,"  she  said 
passionately,  and  striving  to  keep  back  the 
wild  outburst  of  tears  which  would,  must 
come  soon — too  soon. 

"  I  did  not  come  to  reproach  you, 
Dorcas.  I  heard  you  were  in  trouble, 
that  is  why  I  am  here." 

''  Ah  !  in  what  trouble  !  "  said  the  other 
with  a  half-sob  as  she  clasped  her  hands 
tightly.  '^  Do  you  know  my  father  will 
not  speak  to  me — will  not  forgive  me  ! 
Oh,  he  is  so  hard,  so  hard  !  Do  you  know 
they  say  the — the  worst  of  me.  How 
could  I  help  loving  him?  He — he  grew 
into  my  heart ;  he  was  so  courteous,  so 
sweet,  so  winning.  I  had  no  thought  of 
wrong  towards  you  at  first.  I  found  out 
the  truth  too  late.  After  he  had  spoken, 
and  after  I  had  refused  him,  my  own 
folly  convinced  him  of  my  attachment.     I 
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could  not  resist  him — he —  Oh,  but 
you  know  all  ! "  she  said,  covering  her 
burning  face  with  her  hands. 

"  Edith,  if  you  wished  to  be  revenged, 
you  are  so  by  my  humiliation  !  What  can 
I  do !  I  have  ever  kept  myself  so — so 
aloof  from  folly — and  now  people  say  I 
have  disgraced  myself.  That  is  false,  but 
oh,  that  they  should  dare  to  think  and  say 
it  of  me  !  " 

Then,  unable  to  repress  any  longer  the 
hysterical  passion  which  choked  her,  she 
stood  before  Edith  shaken  by  sobs,  in  the 
very  abandonment  of  grief. 

''  Oh,  Dorcas !  don't,  don't  give 
w;ay  so ;  you  are  forgiven,"  said  Edith, 
putting  her  arm  round  the  other  to  sup- 
port her. 

"  Forgiven !  How  can  you  forgive 
me  ?  "  And  then  she  partly  withdrew 
from  the  protecting  arm. 


80  EICHER   THAN   WEALTH. 

"  Surely  you  do  not  refuse  my  forgive- 
ness ?  " 

"  No  ;  Ob.,  that  I  were  dead — dead,  away 
from  every  one  !  " 

Then  she  turned  away,  and  with  falter- 
ing steps  reached  the  sofa,  where  she  let 
her  sorrow  have  its  full  sway. 

Edith  felt  she  was  quite  powerless.  She 
was  deeply  shocked  and  grieved ;  the  last 
vestige  of  anger  died  away  in  her  heart ; 
instead  came  the  grand  maternal  instinct 
of  protection  and  love.  At  that  instant 
she  realized  all  her  own  strength  in  the 
midst  of  her  weakness.  She  felt  with  an 
immense  satisfaction,  that  henceforth  she 
would  be  able  to  bear, — able  at  least  to 
endure, — the  blow  which  had  fallen  upon 
her  ;  that  she  could  rise  superior  to  her  dis- 
appointment, and  truthfully  and  lovingly 
forgive  her  rival.  There  should  be  no 
half- measures, — no  stint  in  her  loyalty.     It 


EICHER   THAN   WEALTH.  81 

touched  her  pride  that  her  forgiveness 
should  be  thorough, — that  her  pity  should 
be  the  compassion  of  one  who  did  nothing 
grudgingly.  The  appeal,  the  humiliation 
of  the  distressed  girl  revealed  in  a  new 
light  what  she  might  be  to  this  exquisite 
sister,  who  had  so  slightly  wandered  from 
the  right  path.  To  any  one  watching  that 
scene,  nothing  of  her  purpose  was  visible 
in  the  grave,  almost  stern  face  of  the  tall 
lady  who  was  looking  silently  on  the 
picture  of  her  rival's  remorseful  repent- 
ance. So  she  waited  until  the  storm  of 
grief  was  over. 

''  Dorcas,  won't  you  believe  in  my  for- 
giveness, in  my  affection  ? "  she  said 
gently,  while  she  touched  the  lovely  head 
caressingly.  Such  affectionate  solicitude 
was  not  to  be  resisted. 

Dorcas,  trembling  much,  rose  to  her  feet, 
and  silently  laid  her  hands  in  Edith's,  and 
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when  they  again  stood  so  face  to  face,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  say  which,  was  the 
more  beautiful.  Edith's  smile,  her  eyes 
misty  from  unshed  tears,  and  commanding 
presence  ; — the  other's  fragile  beauty, 
and  trembling  graceful  form,  half  waiting 
for,  and  half  shrinking  from  the  full  for- 
giveness of  her  injured  friend.  But  not 
long  had  she  to  wait. 

"  Dorcas,"  said  Edith  gently,  and  then 
Dorcas  was  in  her  arms  and  close  to  her 
heart.  .  .  . 

Long,  long  they  talked.  Encouraged, 
soothed,  and  quieted,  Dorcas  poured 
forth  her  story.  In  spite  of  all  her 
new  resolutions,  Edith  in  listening  felt 
once  or  twice  as  deeply  all  the  anguish 
of  suffering,  as  if  she  were  indeed  pressing 
a  cross  of  thorns  to  her  bosom.   .   .  . 

Two  hours  had  gone  by,  when  they  heard 
Mr.  Finch's   voice  in  the   garden   below. 
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"  Stay  here,  Dorcas,  I  will  go  down  now 
and  speak  to  your  father." 

A  mute  embrace  followed,  and  then 
Edith  quickly  descended  to  the  hall,  where 
Mr.  Finch  was  standing  by  the  Vjureau, 
and  apparently  vainly  seeking  some  lost 
paper. 

"  Where  the  mischief  is  it  gone  ?  "  he 
exclaimed  just  as  she  was  by  him.  *'  Miss 
Edith,  I  didn't  know  you  were  here. 
Please  come  into  the  parlour,  I  was 
hunting  for  a  drench;  I've  got  a  cow 
bad." 

**  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that.  Can  I  speak 
to  you,  Mr.  Finch,  for  a  few  minutes  ?  I 
won't  keep  you  long." 

"  My  time  is  yours,  ma'am,"  he  returned 
gravely,  with  old-fashioned  courtesy,  and 
leading  the  way  for  his  visitor  to  the 
pleasant  parlour. 

When  there,  Edith  felt  the  difficulty  of 
G  2 
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opening  the  subject,  especially  as  she  saw 
signs  of  great  mental  suffering  on  the 
grand  old  face  before  her. 

''  I  came  down  to  see  Dorcas;  I  am  very 
sorry  to  find  her  so  poorly.*' 

A  faint  flush,  apparently  of  pain,  came 
to  the  old  man's  cheek. 

"  Dorcas  ought  to  be  very  grateful  to 
you,  Miss  Edith,  for  she  certainly  does  not 
deserve  your  kindness." 

*'  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Finch,  if  we  all  went 
by  our  deserts,  we  should  merit  little  of 
the  kindness  we  receive." 

'*  You  have  no  cause  to  say  that,  ma'am, 
though  others  may  have  a-plenty.  I  reckon 
there's  but  few  such  brave,  fine-hearted 
ladies  as  you,  more's  the  pity." 

*'  Why,  Mr.  Finch,  1  did  not  know  you 
dealt  in  compliments.  Now  I  am  going 
to  speak  of  a  subject  which  is  painful,  but 
which  I  must  touch  upon.     Your  daughter 
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is  almost  heart-broken  because  you  are  so 
stern  to  ber." 

"  Stern  to  her,  ma'am !  Do  you  know 
what  she  bas  done  ?  But,  great  God  !  tbat 
I  sbould  ask  you  tbat !  " 

*'  Mr.  Fincb,  you  know  bow  contrite 
Dorcas  is.  You  know  sbe  bas  confessed 
sbe  was  led  away  by  tbe  strongest  passion 
of  our  nature.  Sbe  yearns  for  your  for- 
giveness and  trust.  If  you,  ber  fatber, 
utterly  condemn  ber,  to  wbom  can  sbe 
turn  for  protection  ?  " 

"  Sbe  bas  deceived  me,  and  disgraced 
berself." 

"  No,  no,  tbat  is  too  bard, — too  unjust  a 
term.  If  you  tbink  a  moment,  you  will 
understand  tbat  I  bad  some  cause  for 
anger  and  reproacb  against  ber,  but  sbe 
bas  my  complete  forgiveness.  If  I  can 
forgive,  cannot  you  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  Miss  Editb  ;  'tis  just  tbat,  be- 


86  EICHER    THAN    WEALTH. 

cause  she  has  injured  you,  and  come  be- 
twixt you  and  him,  as  is  to  be  your 
husband,  that  makes  me  so  hard." 

"  Then  for  my  sake  forgive  and  receive 
your  child  back  into  your  confidence. 
Don't  make  her  despair  any  longer.  She 
is  not  very  strong,  and  all  this  disturb- 
ance and  suffering  may  make  her  very 
delicate." 

"  Delicate !  Do  you  think  she  is 
that?" 

*'  I  hope  not  permanently,  but  she  is 
sadly  altered  the  last  few  weeks." 

"  Ay,  I  told  her,  I'd  ha'  rather  she'd 
died  young,  than  lived  on  to  be  the  talk  of 
the  place.  It's  because — because  she  seems 
to  be  more  than  all  the  w^orld  to  me,  that 
I  cannot  bear  her  disgrace.  Miss  Edith, 
it  just  kills  me  to  think,  as  my  own  work- 
people may  jest  about  her,  and  lay  evil  to 
her  charge  of  which  she  is  innocent.     Oh, 
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my  little  maid,  my  little  maid,  as  can  never 
be  the  same  again  !  '*  said  tlie  old.  man,  with 
a  break  in  his  voice. 

"  Dorcas  will  live  to  be  a  distinguished 
woman  yet,  Mr.  Finch.  She  will  outlive 
this  cruel  scandal,  and  you  w^ill  be  prouder 
and  prouder  of  her  than  ever." 

''  Ay,  but  your  words  have  a  cheering, 
comforting  sort  of  sound,  Miss  Edith.  I 
wish  though  as  I  could  believe  that  happy 
time  might  come.  But  all  things  are  bad 
W' ith  me  now.  I  reckon  unless  this  harvest 
turns  out  well,  that  I'll  have  to  leave  next 
Easter.  I  have  done  my  best,  but  I  can't 
hold  on  against  bad  seasons  and  other 
things.  And  I  and  mine  ha'  been  on  this 
land,  and  in  this  house,  more  than  three 
hundred  years,  tenants  of  the  Flemings. 
Ay,  the  two  families  ha'  run  together 
generation  on  generation,  and  now,  I  am 
feared,  both  squire  and  yeoman  are  pretty 
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nigli  run  out ;  for  things  at  the  old  Hall 
are  but  bad  I  am  doubting/' 

*'  Yes,  Mr.  Finch,  we  are  poor  enough.*' 

"  Well,  if  I  can't  pay  my  rent  the  Squire 
must  just  sell  me  up,  though  I  know  well 
he'd  be  loath  to  do  that,  unless  necessity 
obliged  him." 

*'  Don't  speak  of  that,  we  would  rather 
give  up  the  Hall  than  lose  such  an  old  and 
valued  friend." 

"  Ay,  it's  like  you  to  say  that.  Miss  Edith, 
but  I'll  ha'  to  go,  I  am  feared.  I  have  not 
capital  enough  to  work  the  farm.  I  can't 
keep  stock  enough,  and  the  land's  getting 
just  starved.  I  ha'  worked  hard  all  my 
life — up  early  and  late — but  things  ha'  been 
against  me,  one  way  and  t'other,  the  last 
six  years.  'Twill  be  a  blow  to  have  to 
leave  the  old  place.  I  allays  thought  as  I 
should  die  here,  as  my  father  did  afore  me  ; 
but  the  Lord  knows  where  I  shall  die,  if 
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the  times  ain't  better.  Aj,  for  more  than 
three  hundred  years  us  Finches  ha'  been 
here,  from  father  to  son — generation  after 
generation.  We  have  brought  our  brides 
here  ;  we  ha'  drawn  our  first  breath  of 
life  here,  and  my  forbears  ha'  drawn  their 
last.  Ay,  Miss  Edith,  'tis  surely  a  solemn 
thing  to  think  of  all  the  scenes  this  dumb 
old  house  ha'  witnessed ;  bridals  and 
funerals,  births,  and  deaths  !  I'd  thought 
to  ha'  seen  one  more  wedding  here.  I 
hoped  my  pretty  wench  would  ha'  taken  to 
Eeuben — a  good,  honest  man,  who'd  ha' 
made  her  the  treasure  of  his  heart — but 
God's  will  be  done." 

"  Mr.  Finch,  we  are  all  liable  to  make 
plans  for  others,  thinkingblindly  they  are 
best  ;  after  events  often  prove  our  folly. 
Now,  I  feel  I  have  not  spoken  in  vain  about 
your  daughter ;  I  know  how  dear,  how  very 
precious,  she  is  to  you,  and,  knowing  that, 
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I  entreat  jou.  wholly  to  forgive  her ;  for, 
believe  me,  she  was  never  so  much  in  need 
of  jour  love  and  protection  as  she  is  now. 
Mr.  Finch,  I  cannot  leave  you  until  I  have 
your  promise." 

''  Promise !  Miss  Edith,  I'd  be  'shamed 
if  I  could  not  promise  forgiveness.  I 
always  ha'  loved  and  respected  you,  as  a 
noble,  God-fearing  young  lady;  but — but 
this  day  ye've  made  me  think  as  ye 
are  more  one  of  God's  dear  saints  than 
aught  else.  Dorcas  shall  hear  no  more 
from  me  ;  and  as  I  hope  to  be  forgiven  my- 
self, I'll  try  to  forget  as  she's  fallen  away 
from  the  right  path  ;  anyhow,  God  bless 
you.  Miss  Edith.  I — I  don't  understand 
it,  but  I  am  afeared,  I  am  afeared  my  child 
ha'  been  just  the  ruin  of  your  life." 

"  I  will  Uve  to  prove  it  otherwise.  Good- 
bye, Mr.  Finch,"  holding  out  her  hand. 
''  You  have  said  so  many  kind  and  pretty 
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things,  that  I  am  afraid  I  shall  think  too 
much  of  myself !  " 

"  Not  you,  Miss  Edith." 

"  Tell  Dorcas  I  shall  come  down  again 
in  a  day  or  two." 

Then  she  took  her  way  home,  and  the 
old  man,  who  had  opened  the  gate  for  her, 
stood  there  some  time  in  deep  thought. 

''  Poor  dear  lady,  she  loves  that  scoun- 
drel still ;  now  I  wonder  why  God  Almighty 
allowed  her,  being  so  good,  to  be  troubled 
so,  instead  of  some  wicked,  flaunting  hussy. 
These  queer  ups  and  downs  are  quite  beyond 
a  man's  understanding,  surely." 

Then  he  went  up  to  his  daughter's  room. 
Dorcas  knew  she  was  forgiven,  by  the 
gentle  way  in  which  he  opened  the  door. 
Again  she  stood;  again  she  was  trem- 
bling, when  he  approached  with  a  smile, 
though  his  eyes  were  full  and  his  lips 
quivering. 
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"  Come  here,  mj  poor  little  one,"  he  said 
softly ;  and  then,  with  a  cry,  she  was  on  his 
heart,  and  there,  blessed  by  his  great  love, 
we  will  leave  her. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  All  of  her  that  is  out  of  door,  most  rich  ! 
If  she  be  furnished  with  a  mind  so  rare, 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird." 

Cymbeline,  Act  i.  Sc.  6. 

"  Eor  she's  fair  and  royal, 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquisite, 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman — " 

Oymbeline,  Act  iii.  Sc.  5. 

The  night  following  that  of  Maynard's  de- 
parture from  Carstone,  a  certain  great  lady 
gave  a  magnificent  ball.  This  lady's  balls 
were  celebrated,  and  happy  were  those  for- 
tunate people  who  possessed  the  right  of 
entrance  to  her  most  artistic  and  charm- 
ing house,  which  was  made  as  ravishing 
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and  delectable  to  the  eye  on  tliese  occa- 
sions as  perfect  taste  could  suggest. 

Even  grief  and  torturing  thoughts  have 
their  climax  of  anguish,  and  Maynard  on 
reaching  his  rooms  after  midnight,  was  too 
thoroughly  worn  out,  mentally  and  phy- 
sically, not  to  sleep  soundly.  So  he  slept 
far  on  into  the  next  day,  and  then,  with 
awakening,  came  the  remembrance  of 
things  past  I  only  yesterday  ! 

However,  mortal  man  requires  breakfast; 
so  he  rose,  and  after  his  bath  felt  more 
inclined  to  bear  life's  troubles.  Somehow, 
his  own  familiar  rooms  had  grown  strange 
to  him.  Abounding  though  they  were  in 
evidences  of  a  most  cultivated  and  refined 
taste,  he  felt  that  they  had  nothing  to  do 
with,  and  no  association  with,  this  newer 
sweeter  life  of  his,  beset  as  it  was  with 
perils  innumerable. 

Wearily  he  looked  around  on  the  past 
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treasures  of  his  sestlietic  love ;  how  beauti- 
ful thej  were, — these  inanimate  creations  of 
art  and  poetry, — but  dead  and  cold  since  a 
living,  breathing  woman  had  touched  his 
heart  to  rapture  and  new  life.  IN'ow  he  felt 
the  pulsations  within  him  which  spring  to 
life  when  an  exquisite  ideal  is  realized. 
Now  he  could  feel  the  painter's  and  the 
poet's  power,  and  not  merely  prate  of,  and 
be  satisfied  with,  the  formal  expression  of 
beauty.  By-and-by,  he  looked  carelessly 
and  languidly  over  his  list  of  engage- 
ments, past,  present,  and  future.    When  he 

saw  Lady 's  ball  was  that  night,  some 

little  alacrity  and  interest  stirred  him  ;  he 
decided  he  would  go.  Then,  as  the  hot 
midday  sun  poured  down,  he  realized  how 
confined  and  stuffy  these  London  rooms 
were,  when  compared  with  the  sweet,  fresh 
country  air  he  had  so  luxuriated  in  at 
Carstone. 
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As,  later  on,  lie  walked  down  to  liis  clnb 
on  the  shady  side  of  the  street,  in  the 
sultry  air,  he  almost  asked  himself  if  he 
were  the  same  man  who  had  left  these  once 
well-beloved  scenes  five  weeks  before ! 
Surely  it  must  be  five  months  ! 

About  midnight,  he  stepped  into  his  han- 
som, and  proceeded,  at  first  at  a  quick  rate, 

towards  House.     However,  when  he 

with  others  became  entangled  in  the  long 
line  of  carriages  moving  slowly  thither- 
wards the  impatient  man  descended,  and,  as 
the  pavements  were  dry,  made  his  way  on 
foot  to  the  entrance,  through  the  dense 
crowd.  Soon  he,  with  others,  was  ascending 
the  grand  staircase,  and  presently  received, 
from  his  gracious  and  distinguished  hostess, 
a  smile  and  a  few  words  of  welcome,  be- 
fore he  too  passed  on  into  saloons  bright 
and  beautiful  as  fairyland.  Looking  on 
this  dazzling  scene   of  well-bred   women, 
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whose  dress  and  jewellery  were  worth 
fabulous  amounts,  he  thought  of  one  lovely 
girl,  in  a  simple  white  gown,  a  flower  in 
her  bosom,  and  love  and  anguish  in  her 
eyes  ! 

Eather  bewildered  by  the  brilliant  scene, 
he  looked  around  on  every  side  for  some 
one  he  wished  to  see.  From  room  to 
room  he  went,  threading  his  way  through 
the  crowd,  exchanging,  as  he  went,  many  a 
greeting  with  many  a  friend.  At  length 
he  perceived  the  object  of  his  quest, — a 
young  lady  fitted  to  shine  in  this  exclusive 
society.  She  was  a  brunette,  with  the 
brightest  and  softest  of  dark  eyes,  be- 
witching with  their  clear  depths,  their 
lurking  satire ;  the  whitest  of  white  teeth, 
showing  between  the  reddest  of  lips,  when 
she  smiled,  which  was  frequently.  With 
the  freedom  of  an  old  friend,  our  captain 
gently    made    his    way    until   he   reached 
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her.  He  bowed  and  smiled  as  lie  said, 
with  a  charming  audacity, — 

"  This  is  our  valse,  I  think,  Miss 
Stanley." 

"  Of  course  it  is ;  I  had  forgotten.  Pray 
excuse  me,  Lord  Lowther,  I  thought  Cap- 
tain Maynard  would  not  be  here." 

When  they  had  left  the  group  around 
her,  she  said, — 

"Did  a  little  romance  ever  fail  you  at  a 
pinch  ?  " 

"  Romance  !  I  repudiate  the  charge ! 
You  promised  me  months  ago." 

''  Yes,  probably  before  the  ball  was  ever 
dreamt  of !  " 

Soon  they  were  in  the  brilliant  ball-room 
waltzing — as  they  had  often  waltzed  before 
— to  the  dreamy,  voluptuous,  heart- stirring 
music. 

"  What  an  abrupt,  marvellous  change 
in  little  more   than  twenty -four  hours  !  " 
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thought  Maynard,  with  his  thoughts  turned 
painfully  back  to  Dorcas,  even  at  the 
very  moment  when  he  was  lightly  guiding 
and  supporting  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
and  distinguished  women  in  London. 

"  That's  enough," she  said  presently,  "  I 
want  to  talk  to  you ;  so  find  a  balcony  or 
conservatory — or,  better  still,  the  garden ; 
it  will  at  least  be  cool  there." 

"  How  solemn  you  are,  Yenetia.  Has 
anything  happened  ?  " 

"  I  imagine  much  has  happened  to  you, 
if  I  may  judge  by  your  melancholy  face. 
Have  you  quarrelled  with  Edith  ?  " 

"  No  ;  why  should  I  quarrel  ?  "  he  an- 
swered evasively,  and  avoiding  her  search- 
ing glance. 

*'  Then  have  the  strawberries  and  cream 
given  you  indigestion  ?" 

"  Strawberries  and  cream  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  country  delights,  you  know, 
H  2 
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which  you  have  been  enjoymg,  while  we 
poor  wretches  in  town  have  been  praying 
that  our  too  soUd  flesh  might  not  melt 
altogether." 

"  It  has  been  tremendously  hot  at  Car- 
stone." 

"  How  I  should  like  to  know  the  history 
of  the  last  five  weeks  ! ' '  Looking  up  into 
his  face  with  a  smile,  she  saw  he  flushed  a 
little.  "  Have  you  met  some  sweet  Chloris, 
some  bewitching  Phyllis  ?  or  what  is  the 
cause  of  your  melancholy  visage  ?  I  believe 
you  have  lost  your  heart  to  some  one  down 
there  !  Imagine  a  man  going  into  the 
country  for  five  weeks,  in  the  height  of  the 
season  !    It  looks  frightfully  suspicious  !  " 

They  were  now  in  the  garden,  amidst 
the  rarest  and  most  fragrant  of  flowers, 
now  silvered  by  the  moonlight;  while  cou- 
ples wandered  hither  and  thither,  mingling 
soft  laughter  and  subdued  voices  w4th  the 
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strains  of  the  band  of  tlie  Grenadier 
Guards,  which,  sufficiently  removed,  was 
playing  the  spirited  overture  to  "La  Gazza 
Ladra." 

"  Suppose  I  had  lost  my  heart,  Yenetia  ? ' ' 
he  said  in  a  low  tone. 

"  I  hope  it  is  to  Edith,  then,"  she  said 
quickly. 

But  to  that  he  made  no  reply,  and  she 
saw  he  was  very  white  in  the  moonlight. 

"  I  see  you  are  in  trouble.  I  am  very 
sorry,"  she  said  gently. 

"  Yes,  I  am  in  trouble,"  he  replied,  bhnd 
to  something  that  passed  over  the  other's 
face. 

"  Have  you  heard  any  particular  news, 
to-day?  "  she  asked,  with  a  little  laugh. 

"  News  ?  No.  Is  there  any  of  great 
moment  ?  " 

''  Not  to  the  world  at  large,  perhaps, 
but  of  much  to  me." 
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'*  To  you,  Yenetia  ?  What  is  it  ?  I  hope 
it  is  good  news." 

"  Magnificent !  I  have  hooked  my  big 
fish,  and  have  him  high  and  dry  on  the 
bank  !     Is  not  that  grand  news  ?  " 

''  Are — are  you  engaged  to  Wands- 
worth?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Are  you  really  ?  " — absently,  while  he 
looked  into  her  face  a  minute. 

"  Have  you  nothing  to  say  ?  no  con- 
gratulations on  my  conquest?  no — no  good 
wish,  Hubert  ?  "  she  said  banteringly,  but 
with  an  undercurrent  of  sadness. 

''Every  good  wish,  dear  Yenetia.  But 
it  is  such  a  serious  step,  and — you  are  so 
very  impulsive." 

"  Is  that  all  you  have  to  say,  when  every 
girl  in  London  is  half-dying  with  envy  and 
mahce  at  my  success  ?  " 

"  I  hope  you  will  be  very  happy." 
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"  So  do  I,  most  devoutly.  I  am  glad 
the  question  of  mj  marriage  is  settled  at 
last.  No  one  can  say  I  have  not  done  mj 
duty.  I  intend  to  enter  into  Lord  Wands- 
worth's pursuits  con  amove,  Hubert.  I  will 
devote  myself  to  the  ''  Eacing  Calendar  " — 
learn  all  the  pedigrees  of  the  first  favourites 
— and  I  have  serious  thoughts  of  trying 
cigarettes,  and  brandy  and  soda." 

"  Ah,  now  you  are  indeed  jesting  !  You 
to  descend  to  the  role  of  a  fast  woman ! 
impossible,  dear  Yenetia.  You  know 
Wandsworth  loves  you  because  you  are  so 
different  from  the  women  he  has  associated 
with.     Let  him  always  worship  you." 

"  You  are  very  chary  of  your  congratu- 
lations, Hubert;  and  most  dreadfully 
solemn." 

"  I  think  Wandsworth  is  to  be  tremen- 
dously congratulated." 

''  Ah  !  men  will  never  praise,  never  allow 
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any  good  in  any  but  themselves/'  she  said 
half-angrily. 

"  That  is  a  libel  on  me.  I  am  rather 
disposed  to  hero-worship ;  only  one  finds  so 
few  heroes." 

*'  Lord  Wandsworth  does  not  aspire  to 
be  a  hero,"  she  said  a  little  scornfully. 

"  'No ;  I  question  whether  very  heroic 
people  are  pleasant  to  live  with.  They 
must  always  be  so  horribly  conscious  of 
being  better  than  their  neighbours." 

"  Hubert," — with  a  sudden  anxiety  in 
her  voice, — "  you  don't  think  I  have  done 
wrong,  do  you  ?  " 

*'  I  confess  I  am  surprised ;  he  is  not  the 
sort  of  man  I  should  have  thought  you 
would  have  married." 

"  The  sort  of  man !  Can  we  pick  and 
choose?" 

"  You,  Yenetia,  have  certainly  had  the 
means  of  choosing." 
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"  But  what  a  choice  !  ISTo  ;  it  is  because 
Lord  Wandsworth  is  exactly  the  reverse  of 
— of  any  ideal  I  may  ever  have  been  foolish 
enough  to  create,  that  I  think  we  may  be 
fairly  happy  together  !  " 

''  What  a  strange  motive  for  a  mar- 
riage !  T  wonder  if  I  shall  ever  un- 
derstand women  !  " 

''You  must  remember  always,  Hubert, 
that  he  is  very  much  in  love," — with  a 
smile  and  a  slight  blush. 

"  Of  course  he  is  ;  and  in  choosing  you 
has  shown  exquisite  taste." 

"  Merci,  monsieur  ! "  with  a  half- satirical 
smile  and  bow. 

"  Well,  Venetia,  you  have  my  best  wishes 
for  your  happiness.  I  think  you  are  strong 
enough  to  know  it  lies  very  much  in  your  own 
hands  now — you  have  decided.  Your  am- 
bition for  high  position  is  gratified,  and  you 
have  secured  a  certain  triumph,  I  suppose." 


106  RICHER   THAN    WEALTH. 

"  Don't,  don't  be  sarcastic  !  " 

"  Sarcastic  ?  Nothing  is  further  from 
my  thoughts.  Do  you  remember  that 
evening  last  Christmas  ?  that  evening — 
when —  ?  " 

"  When  you  forgot  you  were  an  engaged 
man  and  wounded  me;  but  hardly  as  much 
as  you  wound  me  now  in  recalling  that 
scene,"  she  said  haughtily. 

"  Had  your  answer  been  different,  what 
an  amount  of  anguish  I  and  another  might 
have  been  spared  !  " 

"  My  answer  could  not  have  been 
different  without  a  shameful  breach  of 
trust,  as  you  know  perfectly  well.  I  don't 
understand  why  you  should  allude  now  to 
the  only  occurrence  I  regret  in  our  long 
friendship  — the  only  time  when  you  fell  in 
my  esteem." 

"  Pardon  me !  I  would  do  anything  rather 
than  wound  or  offend  you.     But  I  am  so 
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unliappy  myself;  everytliing  is  going  so 
against  me,  that  I  can  see  only  despair  in 
the  future.  And  now  you^  who  are  so 
very  dear  to  me,  tell  me  you  are  going 
to  marry  a  man,  having  no  love  for 
him!" 

''It  is  not  so.  I  would  not  wrong  Lord 
Wandsworth  by  marrying  him  if  I  were  as 
indifferent  as  you  imagiue,"  she  said 
gravely.  "  And  now,  having  enjoyed  our 
valse,  shall  we  return  to  the  ball-room  ? 
Lord  Wandsworth  might  feel  annoyed  if 
he  had  to  wait  too  long  for  me." 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  offended  you  a 
little." 

''  Xot  too  much  to  be  forgiven," — with  a 
bright  smile.  "  I  shall  be  at  home  at  three 
o'clock  this  afternoon ;  call  then,  and  tell 
me  some  of  your  troubles." 

"  I  shall  be  de  trap.'' 

''  Not  then  ;  you  might  be  later." 
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Tliej  were  again  in  the  splendid 
rooms  amidst  fhe  crowd,  and  Yenetia 
Stanley,  with  a  pretty  little  excuse  to  her 
lover,  who  certainly  did  look  rather  black, 
was  presently  valsing  with  him  as  charm- 
ingly as  if  she  had  never  lost  her  heart  to 
Maynard  years  before.  Half  in  irony  she 
had  told  him  that  evening  she  had  hooked 
her  big  fish.  Had  she  been  quite  truthful, 
she  might  have  said  the  big  fish  had  been 
landed  and  at  her  disposal  more  than  a 
year  before.  Lord  Wandsworth  had  then 
been  firmly  but  courteously  refused. 
However,  he  was  a  man  who  seldom  gave 
up  a  point ;  he  bided  his  time,  and,  as  the 
result  shows,  was  victorious. 

Since  they  were  children,  there  had 
always  been  the  closest,  friendliest  intimacy 
between  Venetia  and  Maynard.  They  had 
grown  up  together,  their  parents  being 
near  neighbours  and  friends. 
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At  three  o'clock  Captain  Maynard 
readied  Park  Lane,  and  was  shown  into  a 
delightfully  cool  room.  The  light  subdued, 
the  air  sweet  from  flowers  in  jardinieres 
and  elsewhere ;  and  everything  very  har- 
monious and  charming  to  the  critical  man. 
Almost  immediately  Yenetia  came  in, 
looking  very  unlike  a  person  who  had  only 
gone  to  bed  when  the  clock  was  striking 
six.  However,  her  health  was  perfect,  and 
she  enjoyed  the  dissipations  of  a  London 
season. 

"How  long  may  I  stay?"  asked  he, 
with  a  smile. 

"  Oh,  until  four  !  " 

"  How  is  it  you  manage  to  keep  the 
house  so  cool  this  broiling  weather  ?  It 
is  like  Paradise  to  come  into  this  charm- 
ing room.  There  is  such  a  sense  of 
completeness  and  harmony  about  you, 
Venetia." 
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"  Thank  you.  I  often  think  my  life  is 
too  smooth,  too  uneventful.  Nothing  is 
so  terribly  boring  as  a  tame  existence." 

"  I  suppose  no  one  is  ever  satisfied,  or, 
indeed,  able  to  appreciate  good  fortune 
until  it  is  gone." 

''  What,  Hubert  1  Are  you  becoming 
philosophical,  and  going  to  sentimen- 
talize?" 

"Call  it  what  you  will.  I  was  wonder- 
ing before  you  came  in,  why  you,  who  have 
everything  heart  can  desire,  should  wish 
to  change  your  condition." 

"  Perhaps  because  I  am  tired  of  such 
uncrumpled  rose-leaves,  and  want  to  try  a 
few  thorns  by  way  of  diversion,"  she  said, 
laughing. 

"  Ah  !  you  won't  be  serious." 

"Yes,  I'll  be  serious  enough,  Hubert. 
Suppose  this  frivolous  life  gives  me  satiety  ? 
suppose  I  long  for  a  wider  scope  ?  suppose 
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I  wisli  to  be  something  more  tlian  a  mere 
butterfly  all  my  days  ?  " 

*'  And  you  think  you  will  find  greater 
freedom,  as  well  as  greater  usefulness,  in 
marriage  ?  " 

"I  hope  so." 

''  But  your  life  would — might  be — quite 
as  useful  and  noble  if  you  never  married." 

''  I  think  differently.  Besides,  I  have 
no  wish  to  be  an  old  maid !  " 

"  I  really  beg  your  pardon,  Venetia,  the 
thought  of  your  engagement  is  so  new  that 
I  cannot  quite  realize  it  yet." 

*'  So  it  appears.  You  must  understand, 
though,  that  it  is  rather  too  late  to  hold 
out  the  advantages  of  single  blessedness." 

"  Quite  too  late,  and  I  am  very  im- 
pertinent." 

"  No ;  you  are  too  old  a  friend  to  be 
impertinent.  Is  it  not  dreadful,  though, 
to  think  how  old  we  are  both  getting  ?     I 
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am  positively  twenty-live  !  Last  week  old 
Lady  Jordan  informed  me  that  it  was  high 
time  for  me  to  get  married,  as  I  was  losing 
my  premiere  jeunesse !  Now  I  do  think 
that  was  very  impertinent." 

"  Horrible  old  woman  !  her  gorgons  of 
daughters  never  had  any  youth." 

"Do  you  think  I  have  lost  mj premiere 
jeunesse  ?  "   she  asked  rather  coquettishly. 

"  I  think  you  never  looked  nicer  or 
handsomer  than  you  do  now.  Though 
you  know  I  have  always  admired  you, 
Venetia." 

"  I  rather  doubt  that.  I  have  some  very 
distinct  recollections  of  certain  plain  boyish 
language,  which  was  by  no  means  compli- 
mentary, years  ago.  Oh,  what  a  pity  it  is 
we  can't  remain  boys  and  girls  to  the  end 
of  the  chapter  !  It  is  so  much  better 
fun  than  being  grown  up  !  Do  you  remem- 
ber   old    Mrs.  Jopling's    apple   turnovers 
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and  jam  tarts  ?  Did  you  ever  eat  such 
delicious  tarts  ?" 

"  Never  since  !  Oh,  Yenetia  !  is  it  pos- 
sible that  you,  a  stately,  fashionable  young 
lady,  ever  rode  a  pony  bare-backed,  and  in 
a  fashion  in  which  young  ladies  are  sup- 
posed not  to  ride  ? "  And  he  laughed 
pleasantly. 

''  It  was  the  natural  way,  and  much  the 
best  way  for  a  girl  with  short  frocks,"  she 
replied,  with  a  heightened  colour.  "  But  I 
won't  have  you  telling  tales  out  of  school ; 
you  are  only  to  remember  the  nice  things 
of  those  dear  old  days.'' 

''  And  that  remembrance  is  not  pleasant, 
I  suppose  ?  " 

*'  It  is  decidedly  unpleasant  to  be  re- 
minded that  one  ever  did  such  undignified 
things,  even  in  childhood.  But  do  you 
remember  that  morning  when  you  and 
George  and  I  got  up  at  three,  and  stole 
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away  to  the  high  w^oods,  and  you  climbed 
that  great  tree  for  the  wood-pigeon's  eggs  ? 
Coming  down,  you  missed  a  branch  and 
fell,  and  we  thought  you  were  killed.  Oh, 
how  frightened  I  was  !  I  thought  your 
nose  never  w^ould  stop  bleeding.  And 
then,  when  we  reached  the  farm,  do 
you  remember  good  Mrs.  Jopling's  alarm 
and  exclamations  ? — 

*' '  Lord  ha'  mussy  !  Lord  ha'  mussy ! 
whatever  have  'ee  all  a-been  a-doing  of  ? ' 

"  And  then  she  took  us  in,  good  old 
soul !  and  washed  your  bruised  face  and 
hands.  While  she  was  mending  your 
clothes,  she  said  to  me, — 

'''Laws!  Miss  Venetia,  'taint  proper 
for  young  led  dies  to  go  a  tomboying,  and 
a  climbing  of  trees,  along  with  young 
gentlemen  ! ' 

"  I  have  never  been  so  happy  as  1  was 
in  those  wild,  free  years.    I  suppose  I  have 
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sometliiiig  of  the  uncivilized  barbarian  in 
me.  Ob,  how  hateful  were  Miss  Knox's 
perpetual  lectures  on  propriety  !  How  she 
used  to  preach  to  me  on  the  importance  of 
acquiring  an  elegant,  subdued  manner ;  of 
considering  my  words  before  I  spoke ;  and 
so,  you  see,  I  was  tamed  down  into  con- 
ventional good-breeding." 

"  I  don't  think  you  are  quite  sincere 
in  saying  your  earlier  years  were  your 
happiest.  I  imagine  a  woman's  happiest 
time  is  when  she  feels  her  power — when  she 
sees  the  effect  produced  on  others  by  her 
intelligence  and  beauty.  Surely  you, 
Venetia,  have  bad  more  than  an  ordinary 
share  of  woman's  triumphs  ?  " 

'*  That  is  another  question,"  sbe  replied, 
absently.  ''Of course  lam  not  superior 
to  vanity,"  smiling  a  little  sadly.  "  I 
believe  my  foolish  young  bead  was  rather 
turned  the  first  two  seasons.  But  all  that 
I  2 
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happened  so  many  years  ago  that  I  think 
we  will  change  the  subject." 

"  You  have  good  accounts  of  all  the 
boys,  I  hope  ?  " 

«<  Very  good,  thanks  !  George  is  pro- 
moted, Murray  working  hard  for  his 
degree,  and  Jack  in  some  scrape  as  usual. 
I  am  afraid  some  day  he  will  go  beyond  a 
middy's  frolics.  But  then  no  one  can 
keep  his  spirit  down.  He  must  always  be 
'  larking,'  as  he  calls  it." 

"  Don't  fret  about  him.  He  is  all 
right.  A  few  more  years,  and  a  little 
more  responsibility,  will  make  him  sober 
enough." 

"  I  hope  so,"  gravely. 

And  then  she  looked  at  the  clock. 

"  That  is  a  hint  for  me  to  go." 

"  No.  I  wdsh  you  would  stay  a  little 
longer  and  meet  Lord  Wandsworth.  I 
hope  you  will  become  friends,  Hubert." 
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"  You  are  most  kind.  I  suppose  this  is 
almost  the  last  of  our  pleasant  tete-a-tetes, 
Venetia  ?  " 

"I  should  be  sorry  to  think  so." 

"  Ah !  but  you  see,  when  you  are 
married,  Lord  Wandsworth  will  expect 
tete-a-tetes,  and  I  must  be  left  out  in  the 
cold ! " 

"  I  feel  sure  Lord  Wandsworth  will  give 
me  perfect  liberty  as  to  the  choice  of  my 
friends,"  she  said  gravely. 

He  made  no  rejoinder,  thinking,  that  if 
he  knew  anything  of  her  future  husband, 
his  wife  would  not  in  any  way  be  allowed 
much  liberty  of  action. 

When  Edith  said  to  Maynard,  she  had 
heard  that  he  was  attached  to  a  young 
lady,  it  was  this  same  Miss  Stanley  she 
had  meant.  Yenetia  had  long  possessed  a 
great  liking  for  him ;  but  she,  with  her 
quick  intuition,  had  seen  that  Edith,  though 
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SO  studiously  cold,  was  reallj  most  deeply 
attached  to  the  man  who  was  to  be  her 
husband. 

Maynard  was  one  of  those  men  who  like 
the  amusement  of  flirtation,  especially  when 
the  flirtation  is  supposed  to  be  hazardous, 
^o  say  the  lea^t.  So  his  old  friendship  with 
Miss  Stanley  had  deepened  at  one  time 
into  something  warmer,  and  if  she  had 
responded  there  would  have  been  no  story 
of  Dorcas  to  tell.  But  Yenetia,  though  so 
friendly  and  nice  to  him,  knew  that  it 
would  be  fatal  to  pass  the  barrier  between 
them.  She  might  love  him,  but  he  be- 
longed to  Edith,  and  the  idea  of  attracting 
him  in  any  way  from  his  betrothed  was 
most  repulsive  to  her. 

As  we  know,  he  once  became  her  lover, 
and  she  was  both  hurt,  and  also  some- 
what alarmed,  by  his  avowal  of  love. 
But  with  wonderful  tact  she  made  him  see 
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liis  great  mistake,  and  with  still  greater 
tactj  continued  to  be  his  most  intimate 
friend. 

Such  worldly  wisdom,  however,  is  not 
bought  for  nothing ;  Venetia  felt  for  some 
time  "the  tread  of  the  black  ox  "  on  her 
heart.  All  through  that  little  episode  she 
had  felt  sure  that  the  affection  Majnard 
offered  her  was  not  the  grand  passion  of  his 
life — that  was  to  come. 

She  hoped,  with  the  entreaty  of  hope, 
that  as  time  went  on,  he  would  be  drawn 
to  Edith,  whose  greatness  of  character  she 
most  thoroughly  appreciated.  There  was, 
however,  always  the  fear  that  Edith's 
completeness,  decision,  and  perhaps  cold- 
ness, too,  would  have  the  effect  of  alienating 
him  from  her. 

Venetia  had  had,  as  Maynard  said,  great 
choice  in  the  way  of  possible  husbands  ; 
but  she  had  only  coquetted  witli  her  ad- 
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mirers  in  a  very  charming  and  fascinating 
manner. 

Her  life  was  not  altogether  as  smooth 
as  she  had  wished  Maynard  to  infer. 
For  some  time  she  had  felt  that  in  all  ways 
it  would  be  better  for  her  to  decide 
definitely  on  the  question  of  her  marriage ; 
and  thinking  over  many  considerations, 
she  ended  by  giving  Lord  Wandsworth  the 
preference.  She  imagined  she  cared  for 
him  sufiiciently  to  make  him  an  excellent 
wife,  in  a  sober,  unromantic  fashion.  And 
after  all,  perhaps  love  and  sentiment 
were  a  mistake.  Many  people  were 
happy  enough  without  them !  His  will 
should  be  hers,  and  there  was  an  end  of 
the  matter. 

Maynard  could  see  she  was  rather 
anxious  about  something.  She  had  not  her 
usual  calmness,  and  he  attributed  her  slight 
discomposure  to  the  coming  interview  with 
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her  lover.  No  word  had.  been  said  about 
his  own  trouble.  Yenetia  saw  he  shirked 
the  pain  of  opening  the  subject ;  and  so, 
with  true  kindness  and  fine  breeding,  she 
let  the  matter  rest  for  a  more  suitable 
opportunity. 

Presently,  when  they  were  chatting  in 
the  same  friendly  fashion,  Lord  Wands- 
worth was  announced. 

His  greeting  to  his  fiancee  was  suffi- 
ciently deferential,  without  being  too 
tender,  in  the  presence  of  a  third  person ; 
and  Maynard  thought  his  manner  very 
happy. 

While  they  are  talking  of  the  latest  and 
most  interesting  topics.  Lord  Wandsworth 
must  be  described,  as  he  is  to  be  Venetia's 
husband.  He  was  a  very  tall  man,  and 
also  very  broad-shouldered,  and  though  he 
was  so  big,  he  was  not  awkward  in  a  room. 
He    kept    his  long   legs   from   inelegant, 
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sprawling  positions,  and  was  quite  at  home 
witli  the  manipulation  of  his  hat.  He  was 
unfortunate  in  possessing  the  brightest  of 
bright  red  hair,  and  he  also  wore  a  very  long 
moustache,  which  matched  it  in  colour.  The 
hair,  however,  would  not  have  mattered, 
it  was  his  eyes  which  were  the  chief  point, 
tor  they  at  once  attracted  and  repelled. 
They  were  of  a  bluish-grey  in  colour, 
and  rather  prominent,  and  their  expression 
was  cold  and  calculating,  with  a  suspicion 
of  sullen  passion  lurking  somewhere  behind. 
But  the  whole  man  gave  an  impression  of 
power,  and  of  a  strength  of  will  and  com- 
mand which  might  be  terrible  if  provoked 
by  resistance.  About  him,  however,  there 
was  always  a  cynical,  languid  air  of  good- 
breeding,  which  possessed  a  certain  charm 
for  Yenetia,  who  was  herself  full  of  vivacity 
and  satire. 

After  a  few  minutes  Maynard  rose  and 
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left  them,  and  proceeded  very  tliouglitfully 
across  the  park. 

Yenetia's  choice  of  Lord  Wandsworth 
astonished  him  ;  it  was  so  clearly  a 
mariage  de  convenance  on  her  part.  A 
dangerous  precedent,  he  thought,  for  an 
impulsive,  sensitive  woman,  who  had 
hitherto  been  the  first  esjwit  in  her  family 
—  ruling  father,  mother,  and  brothers  alike 
with  a  high-handed,  but  loving,  tyranny. 

Now  Maynard  knew  Lord  Wandsworth 
would  expect  wonderful  obedience  from  his 
wife ;  for  he  considered  himself  rather  a 
great  personage,  and  imagined  that  even 
Miss  Stanley  should  feel  honoured  by  his 
preference. 

So  Maynard,  far  withdrawn  from  the 
busy  crowd,  thought  on  many  complex 
things.  Perhaps  the  suspicion  that  Venetia 
was  more  attached  to  himself  than  she 
would  allow,  made  him  think  again   and 
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again  that  she  had  been  rash.  But  natu- 
rally such  an  idea  made  the  beautiful, 
fascinating  woman  doubly  attractive  to  him. 
Still,  he  argued,  many  such  marriages 
ended  more  happily  than  others,  which 
began  with  the  wildest  romance,  and  ended 
in  indifference,  or  worse. 

At  one  time  he  had  been  a  cynic  on  the 
subject  of  the  tender  passion,  voting  every 
thing  that  tended  to  disturb  a  man's  life 
from  well-bred  calm  a  mistake  !  Then  the 
quondam  cynic  fell  to  thinking  of  Dorcas. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

"  Dumb  jewels  often,  in  their  silent  kind, 
More  quick  than  words,  do  move  a  woman's  mind." 
Tioo  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  Act  iii.  Sc.  1. 

"  Your  love  deserves  my  thanks ;  but  my  desert, 
Unmeritable,  shuns  your  high  request." 

Ridiard  III.,  Act  iii.  Sc.  7. 

Two  mornings  after  Edith's  visit  to  Dorcas, 
she  and  Harry  were  as  usual  at  breakfast 
together ;  the  Squire  always  had  his  taken 
up  to  his  bedroom  at  an  earlier  hour  by 
John.  Harry,  who  was  deep  in  the  County 
Chronicle,  suddenly  exclaimed, — 

"  I  say,  here's  a  mysterious  advertise- 
ment :  '  If  the  lady  who,  on  the  morning 
of  the  2nd  inst.,  called  at  Mr.  Ringmer's, 
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goldsmith,  and  jeweller,  and  transacted 
some  business,  will  favour  Mr.  Ringmer 
by  calling  again  at  lier  earliest  convenience, 
Mr.  Ringmer  will  be  extremely  obliged.' 
Now,  I  wonder  what  the  dickens  that's 
all  about  ?  Some  woman  has  been  buying 
or  selling  some  jewellery,  and  has  got  in  a 
scrape,  I  expect." 

Edith  said  nothing;  a  dull,  sickening 
feeling  came  over  lier  ;  she  beard  a  buzzing 
in  her  ears ;  the  chairs  and  tables,  and 
Harry,  were  all  making  extraordinary  revo- 
lutions in  the  air,  and  she  with  them.  She 
seized  hold  of  the  table  to  prevent  herself 
from  falling  until  she  regained  her  com- 
posure. And  Harry,  behind  his  paper, 
was  chattering  on,  quite  unconscious  that 
his  sister  was  staring  at  him,  with  eyes 
that  were  fixed,  and  which  looked  strange 
and  terrible,  with  her  death-like  face.  It 
was  only  for  a  minute  or  so,  and  then  the 
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faintness  passed,  and  tlie  brave  woman 
gave  no  sign,  except  that  slie  leaned  lier 
throbbing  bead  on  ber  band.  Presently 
Harry  rose,  and  lazily  stretched  himself 
as  be  stood  by  the  window  with  his  back 
to  his  sister. 

''  Oh,  Edith,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that 
Cranston  asked  me  over  for  some  cricket, 
and  to  dine  with  him,  so  I  shan't  be  back 
until  eleven  or  twelve.  I'll  work  extra 
hard  to-morrow,  you  know,  to  make  up.- 
By  the  bye,  could  you  lend  me  a  sovereign  ? 
It's  so  deuced  awkward  to  have  no  tin  if 
they  want  to  play  '  nap  '  or  Hoo.'  '* 

"  No,   Harry ;  I  have  no  money,"    she 

said  calmly. 

*'  Then  I'll  have  to  play  for  my  watch  as 

stakes,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Don't  stake  anything,  Harry.     I   am 

afraid   Mr.    Cranston   is   not  the  best  of 

companions  for  you." 
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**  That's  what  you  always  say  if  a  fellow 
shows  me  a  little  kindness.  At  any  rate,  I 
get  some  fun,  and  a  jolly  good  dinner; 
and  Mary  Cranston  is  such  a  nice  little 
girl,  you  know,  Edith." 

''  Well,  go  and  enjoy  yourself,  Harry ; 
play  as  much  cricket  and  tennis  as  you 
like,  but  eschew  '  nap.'     Good-bye." 

For  once  she  was  thankful  he  was  going 
out  to  some  distance,  and  in  a  direction 
contrary  to  that  of  the  cathedral  city. 
She  rose  slowly,  feeling  her  knees  shaking 
under  her  at  first,  and  picking  up  the 
newspaper,  dropped  into  a  chair  by  the 
open  window.  Accustomed  generally  to 
bad  fortune,  she  was  apprehensive  of  the 
worst  in  this  case;  the  advertisement 
could  only  mean  that  Mr.  Eingmer  had 
found  the  worth  of  the  jewels  far  short  of 
the  price  he  had  given,  and  that  he  ex- 
pected  her   to   refund   it,  when   all    that 
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remained  to  her  was  7s.  9d.,  not  much 
more  than  would  suffice  for  her  railway 
fare  to  and  from  Eastminster.  To  whom 
could  she  go  for  a  loan  ?  There  was  Mr. 
Anstey  ;  but  she  felt,  that  notwithstanding 
all  their  long  years  of  acquaintance,  the 
Ansteys  were  not  friends  to  whom  she 
could  lay  bare  the  troubles  of  her  life. 
And  then  Mr.  Anstey,  in  speaking  to 
Mr.  Finch,  had  lacked  that  fine  discretion 
which  a  better  gentleman  than  he  would 
have  used.  No,  the  Ansteys  were  impos- 
sible. Then  she  suddenly  remembered 
that  her  maid-servants  were  continually 
remarking  that  old  John  was  a  miser.  She 
herself  had  often  thought  that  old  bureau 
of  her  faithful  servant  probably  held  a 
good  deal  of  cash ;  for  John  trembled  at 
the  name  of  a  bank,  and  persisted  in  keep- 
ing his  small  hoards  in  his  own  hands. 
Faithful  as  he  was,  his  mistress  never- 

VOL.   II.  K 
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theless  had  some  reluctance  to  borrow 
from  him.  However,  there  was  no  help 
for  it.  So  she  rang  the  bell,  and  pre- 
sently when  the  table  was  clear,  the  cloth 
removed,  and  the  vase  of  flowers  duly 
returned,  she  said  nervously, — 

"  John,  could  you  lend  me  five  or  ten 
pounds  until  the  rents  are  paid  ?  " 

*'  Ten  pound  or  twenty  pound,  gladly, 
Miss  Edith.  Now,  you'll  think  I  am 
taking  a  liberty,  but  I  have  often  wondered 
ye've  never  asked  me  afore,  when  I  knows 
as  you've  been  short  and  driven  to  by 
Mr.  Harry's  games.  Sometimes  I  have 
thought  as  I  would  offer  it,  but,  you  know, 
Miss  Edith,  I  thought  as  you  might  be 
hurt.  But  surely  'tain't  no  wrong  for  me 
to  give  ye  back  some  o'  your  own,  when  I 
ha'  lived  all  these  years  with  you,  and 
eaten  your  bread  and  drank  of  your  cup. 
Why,  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  is,  Miss 
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Edith,  that  I  feel  myself  to  be  one  of  the 
family — a  very  humble  member,  you  know,'* 
said  the  old  man  huskily. 

"  You  are  very  kind,  John." 

"  There's  another  matter.  Miss  Edith, 
that  I  wish  I  knew  the  rights  of,"  he  con- 
tinued wistfully. 

'*  I  think  I  shall  borrow  ten  pounds 
instead  of  five,  John,"  she  returned,  look- 
ing into  his  face  proudly,  and  he  knew  he 
had  dared  to  say  too  much. 

''  I'll  bring  the  cash  down  immediate, 
ma'am ;  but  don't  let  they  in  the  kitchen," 
with  an  expressive  gesture  of  his  thumb 
over  his  shoulder,  "  know  nought  about 
it.  Miss  Edith.  It's  just  a  little  matter  of 
business  between  you  and  me.  But  it 
would  not  be  for  the  credit  of  the  family 
if  'twas  known  you  had  borrowed  of  your 
servant." 

The  old  man's  fidelity  and  staunchness 
K  2 
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gave  lier  a  fillip  she  sorely  needed,  though 
it  hurt  her  that  John  should  suspect  the 
truth  as  to  how  things  were  between 
Maynard  and  herself.  After  all,  perhaps, 
her  fears  as  regarded  those  unhappy  jewels 
were  groundless,  and  anyhow  John  s  loan 
would  keep  her  from  the  disagreeable 
position  of  being  unable  to  pay  her  debt 
to  Mr.  Ringmer,  if  debt  there  were.  So 
when  later  she  drove  along  briskly  towards 
the  station,  her  courage  somewhat  revived. 
It  was  a  magnificent  morning,  a  day  of 
rejoicing  amongst  the  anxious  farmers,  for 
this  bright  and  powerful  sun  would  bring 
on  the  corn  after  the  wet  weather  of 
the  previous  week.  Another  thing  that 
cheered  her  was  the  thought  of  the  recon- 
ciliation of  Dorcas  to  her  father.  The 
attempted  good  was  accomplished,  and  the 
painful  victory  over  her  own  proud  re- 
sisting heart  partly,  if  not  wholly,  won. 
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As  she  passed  fche  farm  slie  distinctly 
heard  Dorcas  tlirough  tlie  open  windows 
singing  tastefully  some  difficult  exercise ; 
but  her  voice  sounded  less  full  than  usual. 
Then  as  she  drove  on  her  thoughts 
naturally  fell  upon  Dorcas  and  Maynard. 
How  would  it  all  end  ?  How  easily  every- 
thing might  be  arranged  if  Sir  William 
would  consent  to  the  marriage ;  but  Edith 
shared  with  Maynard  the  conviction  that 
the  intensely  proud  man  would  never  con- 
sent to  such  an  alliance.  Remembering 
that  she  herself  was  a  great  favourite  of 
the  lonely,  reserved  baronet,  she  hated  to 
be  in  any  way  guilty  of  deception  towards 
him.  She  felt  she  would  like  to  unburden 
her  heart  to  him,  and  would  also  like  to 
plead  for  Maynard.  But  it  was  for  the 
latter  to  make  the  first  move  tow^ards  con- 
fiding in  his  uncle.  When  Edith  reached 
the   city   it   appeared    to    be    more   busy 
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than  usual ;  tlien  slie  remembered  it  was 
market-day,  and  taking  a  more  quiet  way 
through  the  palace-yard  and  close,  soon 
found  herself  at  Mr.  Ringmer's  shop,  in 
which  there  were  a  good  many  people. 
She  hesitated  a  moment  before  addressing 
him,  as  he  was  engaged  with  a  lady ;  but 
the  lady  was  just  leaving,  and  immediately 
Mr.  Ringmer  bowed  to  Edith  with  a  look 
of  recognition,  saying, — 

"  May  I  trouble  you  to  come  into  this 
room,  madam?  " 

Edith  followed  him  with  all  her  fears 
revived. 

"  I  am  come  in  answer  to  your  adver- 
tisement, which  I  imagined  was  addressed 
to  me." 

"  Exactly,  madam." 

"  I  hope — I  am  sorry,"  she  said  ner- 
vously. 

*'  Pray   be    under   no   apprehension ;    I 
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have  made  a  most  interesting  and  happy 
discovery  in  that  antique  Genoese  silver 
necklace  you  sold  me.  A  discovery, 
madam,  which  will  surprise  and  please 
you,  I  think,  as  much  as  it  has  myself." 

"  What  is  your  discovery  ?  " 

"  You  will  be  surprised,  I  am  sure, 
when  I  tell  you  that  that  old  tarnished 
silver  necklace  held  diamonds  for  which  I 
will  give  you  1500?. !  " 

''  One  thousand  five  hundred  pounds  !  I 
don't  understand  you,'*  said  Edith  faintly; 
and  again  the  tables  and  chairs  began  their 
extraordinary  performance  in  the  air.  She 
pulled  off  her  veil  for  air,  for  freedom ; 
she  felt  so  helpless — the  joy,  the  emanci- 
pation, was  too  great.  Mr.  Ringmer,  who 
had  previously  had  more  than  a  suspicion 
who  his  customer  was,  now  recognized 
her. 

"  Pardon  me,  madam,  the  heat  has  over- 
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powered  you ;  let  me  get  you  a  glass  of 
sherry,"  and  without  waiting  for  an  answer 
the  good  jeweller  hastened  to  bring  his 
distinguished  customer  a  glass  of  his  best 
wine. 

Presently,  when  she  was  better,  he 
brought  in  the  old,  beautifully-worked 
necklace. 

"  Pardon  me,  madam,  but  I  think  I  have 
the  honour  of  addressing  Miss  Fleming 
of  Carstone  Hall  ?  " 

Edith  bowed. 

*'  I  inferred  that  from  one  of  those 
bracelets  bearing  your  mother's,  the  late 
Mrs.  Fleming's,  name.  You  will  of 
course  wish  to  have  all  those  jewels  in 
your  possession  again.  I  shall  be  most 
happy  to  return  them,  and  to  pay  you 
1500L  for  the  diamonds." 

"  Are  they  really  worth  1500L  ? 

*'  Well,  Miss  Fleming,  they  are  really 
worth  a  little  more  ;  but — but,  you  see,  I 
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must  probably  wait  some  time  before  I  can 
realize  mj  outlay,  and  therefore  I  have 
thought  my  offer  an  honest  and  equitable 
one,  all  round." 

''  I  think  you  are  dealing  very  hand- 
somely with  me,  Mr.  Ringmer ;  and — and 
I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  keeping  this 
matter  so  quiet.  You  may  imagine  that 
only  an  unhappy  necessity  obliged  me  to 
part  with  those  jewels." 

"  Now,  Miss  Fleming,  allow  me  to 
show  you  the  wonderful  mechanism  of  this 
necklace.  When  I  had  time  to  examine  it, 
it  struck  me  as  being  remarkably  heavy 
for  its  size,  always  supposing  those  spaces 
were  hollow  and  not  solid.  I  assure  you 
it  made  me  very  curious  as  to  what  could 
possibly  make  it  so  much  heavier  than  it 
ought  to  be.  So  I  determined  to  bore  a 
small  hole  in  the  pendant.  I  did ;  and 
when  the  aperture  revealed  a  glitter  which 
I   recognized   from  experience,  I  knew  I 


138  ETCHEE    THAN   WEALTH. 

had  come  on  a  great  find.  Here,  you  see, 
is  the  hole  I  bored  as  an  experiment. 
Now,  as  I  did  not  want  to  spoil  the  neck- 
lace, and  as  I  felt  sure  each  apparently 
hollow  space  was  filled  with  precious  stones, 
I  subjected  the  workmanship  of  tlie  neck- 
lace to  a  very  powerful  magnifier,  and 
discovered  that  each  hollow  space  had 
been  very  delicately  soldered  after  the 
jewels  had  been  put  in.  To  remove  the 
solder  without  injuring  the  original  fabric 
was  a  delicate  operation  ;  but,  you  see,  I 
have  done  it,  and,  I  think,  successfully. 
Now,  madam,  from  these  hollow  spaces,  in 
all  eighteen,  I  have  removed  twenty-four 
brilliants  of  different  sizes  and  of  the  first 
water.  Here  they  are."  And  there  on 
blue  velvet  lay  the  glittering  stones. 

"While  Edith  held  the  case  wonderingly 
in  her  hand,  Mr.  Ringmer  observed,— 

"  It  would  be  very  interesting  if  you 
could  trace  the  history  of  that  necklace. 
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Those  brilliants  have  probably  been  con- 
cealed in  it  for  more  than  two  hundred 
years.  May  I  ask  if  you  ever  had  an 
Italian  or  even  a  foreign  ancestor  ?  " 

"  Yes,  certainly ;  the  Countess  di  Cas- 
tiglione  was  married  to  Ei chard  Fleming 
in  1621." 

"  Then,  madam,  that  is  the  origin  of 
your  necklace.  Strange,"  he  continued 
musingly,  "  its  worth  should  never  have 
been  suspected.  Before  you  absolutely 
agree  to  my  price.  Miss  Fleming,  I  should 
prefer  to  have  these  diamonds  valued  by 
some  other  jeweller.  I  think,  to  the  best 
of  my  belief,  that  my  decision  is  a  just 
one.  Nevertheless  w^e  will  have  another 
opinion." 

"  I  am  extremely  indebted  to  you,  Mr. 
Ringmer;  but  that  sounds  singular.  I 
will  say  it  is  only  what  I  expected  from 
you,"  and  then  Edith  smiled  her  royal 
smile. 
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''  Madam,  as  an  honest  man,  I  have  only 
done  my  duty.  I  shall  be  in  no  hurry  to 
sell  these  brilliants ;  so  at  any  future  time 
when  you  may  wish  to  repurchase  them,  I 
hope  they  may  be  in  my  possession  ;  and 
really,  Miss  Fleming,  such  a  romantic  and 
timely  source  of  wealth  should  not  be  lost 
to  your  family." 

"Indeed  no,  Mr.  Ringmer;  I  trust  some 
day  they  may  be  repurchased.'' 

Mr.  Eingmer  felt  very  sure  they  would 
be,  and  perhaps  before  very  long  ;  for 
was  not  Miss  Fleming  to  be,  in  course  of 
time.  Lady  Maynard  of  Carrington  Park, 
that  charming  and  magnificent  place  in  the 
next  county  ? 

When  Edith  was  again  in  the  street,  she 
hardly  knew  where  she  was, — she  was  so 
confused.  One  thousand  five  hundred 
pounds !  Just  then  it  seemed  to  be  a 
mine  of  wealth  to  the  poverty-stricken 
lady.     She  went  on  as  in  some  dream  to 
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the  confectioner's,  where  she  ordered 
lunch,  and  while  waiting  for  it  dotted 
down  various  heavy  items — bills  which 
even  her  care  and  thrift  had  not  been 
able  to  clear  off  except  by  small  in- 
stalments ;  but  now  this  god-send  would 
clear  everything  off  and  leave  her  free  wdth 
more  than  a  tbousand  pounds  in  hand. 

Free  !  a  blessed  word  to  her,  who  had  so 
long  felt  the  terrible  thraldom  of  debt. 
Lunch  was  soon  despatched.  Then  she 
bent  her  steps  to  the  grand  cathedral. 
What  had  changed  her  so  ?  ISTow  she 
walked  with  such  a  free,  commanding  step, 
that  people  were  impressed ;  they  had  not 
observed  her  bent  head,  her  lingering, 
faltering  walk, two  hours  before  on  the  same 
day.  The  bell  was  ringing  for  afternoon 
service.  She  passed  through  the  sleepy 
close  into  the  solemn  quiet  of  the  grand 
nave.  'No  noise  there ; — a  hushed  footfall 
now  and  then, — the  echo  of  the  shutting  of 
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a  door  or  gate  in  the  distance  by  the 
verger  returning  with  a  party  of  people 
whom  he  had  been  taking  round  to 
see  the  different  chapels.  She  walked 
slowly  towards  the  choir,  and  entering  was 
shown  by  the  verger  to  a  seat.  Ah,  how 
she  wanted  to  give  thanks  to  Almighty 
God  !  How  her  whole  being  yearned  to 
express  gratitude  for  the  great  gift  she  had 
received  !  So  the  stately  lady  knelt  until 
the  service  began.  The  anthem  for  the 
day  was,  ''  I  waited  for  the  Lord."  Inex- 
pressibly beautiful  were  those  words  and 
exquisite  voices  to  the  bereaved  w^oman. 
One  great  want  had  been  realized. 
Another^  the  greatest  desire  of  her  life, 
that  her  betrothed  husband  might  love  her, 
had  vanished  for  ever.  She  must  wait  on 
the  Lord.  She  must  possess  her  soul  in 
patience.  Time  would  bring  the  work 
appointed  her.     Meanwhile  she  must  wait. 
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As  the  service  proceeded,  poor  Edith  knelt, 
while  those  beautiful  prayers,  so  expressive 
of  all  our  wants,  were  reverently  read. 

She  was  not  a  heroine  to  resist  tears  of 
thankfulness,  and  heavy  tears  were  falling 
under  her  thick  veil.  .  .  .  The  service  is 
over,  and  the  deep  rich  notes  of  the  organ 
fill  the  whole  space  with  solemn  rolling 
sound ;  the  white-robed  priests  and 
choristers  precede  the  congregation,  and 
soon  the  music  stops,  the  nave  is  empty, 
and  then  Edith,  who  still  lingers  in  the 
shadows,  unwilling  to  leave  the  peaceful 
calm,  feels  that  she  too  must  go  back  into 
the  noisy  unquiet  world  and  garish  day. 
.  .  .  But  with  the  sunshine  and  the  busy 
crowds  jostling  each  other,Edith's  thoughts 
immediately  became  practical.  First  she 
referred  to  the  time-table  to  see  at  what 
hour  the  last  train  left  the  city  for  Exton. 

Then,  feeling  wondrous  rich,  she  went  to 
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various  shops  and  made  many  purchases 
for  her  father  and  brother,  who  would  be 
much  gratified  by  receiving  sundry  small 
things  which  add  to  the  pleasure  and 
elegance  of  life.  This  most  unexpected 
windfall  would  enable  her  to  dispense  with 
many  poor  little  economies  which  she  had 
been  obliged  to  practise.  How  often  had 
she,  for  instance,  felt  grieved  when  the  old 
squire,  who  loved  generous  living,  would 
observe  that  such  and  such  a  fish  was  in 
season.  Why  did  she  not  order  some,  and 
why  was  not  the  menu  more  varied  ?  &c., 
&c.  Now,  as  she  passed  along,  she  realized 
her  new  delightful  power  to  make  her 
father's  declining  days  happier.  He  was 
fast  reaching  that  last  sad  stage  of  all, 
when  the  mere  physical  gratification  of 
dinner  is  the  greatest  event  of  life. 

For   years    Edith  had  managed    every- 
thing.    Possibly  her  father  imagined  she 
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was  very  mean,  or  a  bad  manager,  for  lie 
could  never  be  made  to  understand  how 
terribly  poor  they  were. 

Miss  Fleming  visited  the  fishmonger 
and  wine  merchant ;  and  it  certainly  was  an 
immense  gratification  to  order  some  fine 
Burgundy  for  her  father.  Not  until 
John's  nine  pounds  odd  were  expended  did 
she  recover  from  her  fit  of  extravagance  and 
hurry  to  the  station  ;  when  the  number  of 
her  packages  made  her  feel  some  dismay 
as  to  the  powers  of  Billy,  the  pony,  and 
her  little  carriage,  to  transport  her  new 
possessions  home  from  Exton. 

The  old  porter  smiled  when  she  alighted 
with  such  an  unusual  amount  of  luggage 
at  the  little  station. 

"  Keep  charge  of  these,  Johnson,  will 
you,  while  I  go  for  the  pony  and  chaise  ?  " 

"  Ay,  ay,  miss  ;  the  pony  has  got  a  load 
home  to-night,  and  no  mistake." 

VOL.   II.  L 
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By-and-by  the  driver  sat  proudly  sur- 
rounded by  spoils, — so  many  parcels,  and 
onebeavycase  demanding  anxious  attention. 

Cboosing  a  back  way  tbrougb  tbe  town, 
she  was  soon  in  tbe  open  country  among 
tbe  sweet-scented  bedgerows,  and  under 
tbe  tall,  still  trees;  and  tben,  as  Billy  trotted 
on,  sbe  sang  very  low,  '^  I  waited  for  tbe 
Lord."  Wben  sbe  neared  tbe  farm,  as  it 
lay  nestled  among  tbe  lofty  elms,  ligbts 
were  sbowing  faintly  in  tbe  windows,  and 
tbe  evening  air  brougbt  down  a  sweet 
perfume  from  tbe  garden.  Looking  still 
on  tbe  picturesque  outline  and  gables  of 
tbe  old  bouse,  as  sbe  was  gradually  leaving 
it  bebind,  sbe  was  mucb  startled  by  a 
figure  wbicb  stopped  as  sbe  was  slowly 
passing  on. 

*'  Dorcas  !  "  sbe  exclaimed ;  "  is  it  you  ? 
How  you  frigbtened  me ! "  pulling  up 
abruptly. 
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"  I  am  so  sorry.  Old  Betty  sent  for  me 
to  see  Nellie;  she  is  dying." 

"  Is  she,  poor  girl  ? — but  she  was  better 
yesterday." 

"  She  has  had  a  sudden  relapse,"  re- 
turned Dorcas  in  a  low  tone,  suggestive  of 
tears  falling  unseen  in  the  dusk. 

"  It  is  better  she  should  be  at  rest,"  said 
Edith  gently. 

Poor  Nellie's  story  was  a  sad  one. 

"  Oh,  Dorcas,  I  have  such  good  news 
for  you  !  " 

"  What  good  news  ?  "  said  the  other 
hurriedly,  and  laying  her  hand  on  her 
heart. 

"  A  good  fairy  has  sent  me  some  money, 
dear ;  and  now  you  will  be  able  to  go  to 
London,  and  poor  Harry  too.  Is  not  that 
good  news  ?  " 

''  I  don't  understando" 

"  You  will  understand  to-morrow ;  I 
L  2 
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shall  be  down  soon  after  breakfast.  Mean- 
time go  home  and  build  castles  in  the  air ; 
imagine  you  are  a  magnificent  success; 
imagine  you  are  just  commanded  by  the 
Queen  to  sing  at  "Windsor  Castle !  and 
anything  else  that  seems  impossible  now. 
Oh,  Dorcas,  what  a  blessed  thing  to  have 
had  a  good  fairy  in  a  great,  great,  great- 
grandmother  !  No,  dear,  don't  look  so 
alarmed;  I  am  not  altogether  demented, 
though  I  feel  just  now  rather  light-headed 
from  sheer  joy.  Good-night,  child ;  dream, 
dream  of  coming  honours,"  and  Edith 
drove  on  in  the  dusk,  leaving  Dorcas 
standing  half-disappointed.  Alas  !  she  had 
hoped  the  good  news  was  of  some  different 
import. 

.  *'  Grood  Lord  !  Miss  Edith ;  then  ye're 
really  back  at  last.  The  squire  he  waited 
dinner  till  nigh  eight, — such  dinner  as  it 
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"  I  am  so  glad — I  am  so  sorry,  I  mean, 
JoTiii.  Pray  take  some  of  these  things  out. 
Is  my  father  asleep  ?  " 

"  Yes,  miss.  Well,  now,  but  ye've  clone 
a  good  day's  shopping — ay,  and  fish  too  ! 
I'd  better  take  it  down  to  the  cellar  at 
once.  I  hope  they've  had  the  sense  to 
pack  it  in  ice,  else  it  'uU  never  keep  for 
the  morrow's  dinner.  Now,  Miss  Edith, 
I'll  sort  all  this  while's  you  take  off  your 
things.  There's  a  nice  bit  of  chicken  hot 
for'ee,  and  the  table  laid  all  ready  for  ye 
in  the  breakfast-room,  for  I  thought  you 
would  not  care  to  disturb  the  master  in 
the  dining-room ;  and  I  daresay  now, 
miss,  so  careless  are  ye  of  your  own  com- 
fort, that  ye  have  not  had  a  bit  of  lunch 
the  whole  day." 

"  Yes,  John,  I  had  some  lunch  at 
Grote's." 

The  next  morning  Edith,  full  of  a  new 
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buoyancy,  walked  down  to  the  farm,  and 
soon  unfolded  to  tlie  astonished  Dorcas 
her  schemes  for  the  future.  The  latter 
listened  very  pale,  touched  keenly  by  the 
other's  generosity. 

"  Edith,"  she  said  at  length,  when  the 
former  had  expounded  all  her  theories 
with  great  enthusiasm,  "  you  know  about 
the  coals  of  fire  in  Scripture,  *  If  thine 
enemy  hunger,  feed  him ;  if  he  thirst,  give 
him  drink.'  " 

''  Oh,  Dorcas,  I  have  meant  no  coals  of 
fire—" 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  other  gently;  "you 
have  only  followed  the  generous  prompt- 
ings of  a  noble  spirit ;  but  they  are  coals  of 
fire,  nevertheless.  Edith,"  she  continued, 
clasping  her  hands  tightly,  and  dropping 
her  voice,  "  only  God  knows  from  what 
horror  you  have  saved  me.  At  first  I  was  so 
overwhelmed  with  shame  that  I  thought — 
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I  thouglit  of  ending  mj  misery,  you  know 
— death  is  a  coward's  last  resource  ;  you 
know  too  how  you  came  and  saved  me 
from  that  last  awful  guilt." 

"  Oh,  Dorcas,  it  could  not  have  been  so 
terrible  as  that,"  almost  whispered  the 
other. 

"  It  was.  I  felt  as  if  I  had  lost  every- 
thing worth  having.  You,  standing  so 
high,  so  faultless,  stooped  to  me,  and  held 
out  your  hand  and  saved  me." 

"  Dorcas,  you  must  not  think  me  so 
faultless.  I  was  not  generous  enough  to 
forgive  you  at  first.  I  did  feel  anger 
against  you.  It  was  of  short  duration 
and  perhaps  unjust." 

"  Unjust  !  no  ;  it  was  right  and 
natural." 

"Very  natural,  I'll  admit.  You  see  I 
have  all  my  life  had  others  whose  inte- 
rests have,  so  to  speak,  been  bound  up  in 
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that    unhappy   marriage    arrangement   of 
mine." 

"  Ah,  yes." 

An  eloquent  pause  followed,  during 
which  the  girls  seemed  to  have  relatively 
changed  their  position;  for  now  it  was 
Dorcas  who  was  perfectly  self-possessed, 
while  Edith  was  agitated. 

"  Edith,  may  I  ask  you  one  question  ? — it 
is  one  I  have  no  right  to  ask,  but  so  much 
depends  on  your  answer.  Is  it  impossible 
for  you  to  forgive  Captain  Maynard  ? — can 
he  never  be  what  he  once  was  ? — cannot 
things  settle  down  as  they  were  before  he 
was  tempted  into  wrong  by  me  ?  " 

"  No,  no ;  I  have  forgiven  him ;  but  it 
is  all  over  between  us  for  ever.  He  never 
loved  me." 

"  But  he  might ;  he  might  when — " 

"Dorcas,  don't  belie  your  own  heart; 
you  know  he  will  never  love  any  woman 
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but  yourself ;  and,  further,  could  you  bear 
his  faithlessness  ?  " 

''  I  would  bear  anything ;  I  would  give 
you  my  life  if  by  so  doing  I  could  undo 
my  wrong  to  you." 

''  I  ask  nothing  so  hard,  dear,"  returned 
Edith  gently ;  ''  I  only  ask  complete  obe- 
dience to  my  wishes  and  commands — yes, 
commands,  Dorcas.  You  must  let  me 
have  my  revenge  in  my  own  way,  you 
know." 

''  Yes,  the  coals  of  fire.  I  perfectly 
understand." 

Then  they  both  made  an  effort  to  turn 
from  the  subject,  which  caused  each  im- 
measurable pain. 

*'  Mrs.  Anstey  called  yesterday,  and — and 
talked  for  an  hour  to  me  for  my  good.  I 
must  say  it  was  exceedingly  disagreeable," 
said  Dorcas  with  a  smile.  "  Why  does  she 
always  look  at  me  as  if  I  were  some  strange 
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animal?  Oh,  Edith,  I  do  detest  that 
woman.  I  really  believe  she  was  glad  of 
the  opportunity  of  preaching  to  me,  and 
telling  me  that  so  far  my  whole  life  had  been 
a  mistake.  I  believe  she  was  glad  she  could 
insult  me  with  impunity.  I  know  she 
enjoyed  seeing  me  wince  and  blush  under 
her  cruel  words.  Human  nature,  however, 
could  not  bear  long  with  meekness  such  a 
cross-examination  as  she  tried  to  subject 
me  to,  so  I  fired  up  in  return.  She 
spoke — she  spoke  to  me  as  if  I  had  no 
modesty  left.  What  right  had  she  to 
insult  me  so?  She  spoke  to  me  as  if  I 
were  an  ignorant,  shameless  girl !  And  she 
a  clergyman's  wife !  who  should  have  re- 
membered our  Saviour's  tenderness — *' 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  sorry,  Dorcas  ;  but  you 
know  she  is  not  wise  in  her  judgments  and 
prejudices.  Really  I  cannot  think  she 
meant  to  wound  you  so." 
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"Ah,  that  is  just  what  she  wished  to 
do.  She  rejoiced  to  see  my  humiliation, 
and  her  hatred  of  me  drove  her  too  far. 
Had  she  been  kind  and  gentle  I  should 
have  been  penitent  enough.  She  might 
have  said  anything,  if  she  had  said  it  with 
the  sincere  wish  to  point  out  my  error ; 
but  she  has  always  disliked  me.  She  has 
never  forgiven  me  for  having  received  a 
better  education  than  her  own  daughters  ; 
and  as  plainly  as  she  dared  she  has  always 
prophesied  some  such  trouble  as  that 
which  has  fallen  upon  me.  I  protest, 
Edith,  such  a  cruel,  vulgar  woman  would 
soon  make  me  loathe  the  very  name  of 
religion  if  she  were  the  only  exponent  of 
Christian  charity  and  forgiveness  !  " 

Just  then  Dorcas  looked  very  unlike  a 
lowly  penitent,  with  her  flashing  eyes  and 
heightened  delicate  colour,  and  Edith  un- 
derstood that  a  man  must  indeed  be  in- 
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sensible  to  a  woman's  charm  and  loveliness 
if  he  could  resist  such  subtle  fascination. 

"  I  see  jou  will  never  forgive  poor  Mrs. 
Anstey.  I  imagine  after  all,  Dorcas,  she 
had  the  worst  of  the  encounter,"  and 
Edith  laughed  softly. 

"  If — if  I  was  rude  she  brought  it  on 
herself ;  however,  don't  let  us  talk  of  her 
any  more.  She  always  manages  to  rub 
me  up  the  wrong  way." 

''  I  confess  she  is  not  an  agreeable 
woman,  but  I  feel  sure  she  tries  to  do  her 
duty  according  to  her  own  lights." 

"  Perhaps  so.  I  am  afraid  my  father 
won't  hear  of  my  going  to  Madame  Saroni. 
He  has  such  strong  prejudices  against 
things  that  at  all  savour  of  publicity.  I 
am  afraid  you  won't  convince  him.  If 
poor  Aunt  Milicent  were  alive,  I  could 
have  gone  to  Paris,  and  dear  old  Signer 
Godolphini  could  have  taught  me   as   he 
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wished.  But,  anyhow,  I  can't  stay  here. 
Everything  is  changed.  Father  has  for- 
given me,  but  nothing  can  ever  be  the 
same  again  between  us.  When  he  looks 
at  me  I  see  there  is  something  gone  out  of 
his  face, — some  sweet  expression  of  pride 
with  which  he  use  to  regard  me ;  and 
something  else  is  there  instead, — a  kind  of 
sorrowful  regret  and  yearning  that  breaks 
my  heart.  Ah,  you  don't  know  how  I  feel 
in  his  presence ;  I  remember  only  too  w^ell 
how  I  have  fallen.  Poor  mother,  too, 
follows  me  about  with  such  pathetic  eyes, 
and  is  so  kind,  that  I  often  wish  she  would 
scold  me.  I  must  go  away  and  begin  life 
afresh,  and  perhaps  in  time  I  may  be  able 
to  forgive  myself." 

"  Come,  Dorcas,  you  must  not  despair. 
I  think  I  shall  be  able  to  persuade  your 
father,  but  still  there's  the  doubt  whether 
Madame  will  be  able  to  take  you.    She  may 
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have  no  room  for  another  pupil,  and — and 
perhaps,  dear,  she  may  think  your  voice, 
beautiful  as  it  is,  has  not  sufficient 
strength — " 

"  The  strength  will  come.  I  am  out  of 
health  now.  Perhaps — indeed,  it  is  very 
likely — she  will  reject  me.  If  so,  I  must  be 
less  ambitious,  and  earn  my  bread  in  some 
other  way." 

*'  Well,  at  any  rate,  we  will  look  on  the 
bright  side.  My  first  step  after  I  have 
secured  your  father's  permission  will  be  to 
write  to  Lady  Charles  Stanley,  who  is  a 
personal  friend  of  Madame' s,  and  whose 
recommendation  will  do  great  things. 
Then  I  must  write  to  some  coach  about 
Harry's  exam.  Really  I  am  getting  quite 
a  woman  of  business,  and,  what  is  more,  I 
mean  to  be  successful  in  all  my  projects, 
you  dejected  Dorcas  !  Now,  you  are  to 
come  up  with  me  and  stay  until  to-morrow 
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evening;  we  will  have  a  grand  practice 
to-niofht — no  refusal.  Is  not  that  vour 
father's  voice  in  the  pasture  ?  I  will  go 
down  and  meet  him  there." 

"  Miss  Edith,  I  know  well  enough  how 
clever  and  wise  you  are,  but  in  this  matter 
I  think  my  judgment,  being  a  man  and  a 
being  a  father  too,  is  better  than  yours," 
said  the  yeoman  when  Edith  had  broached 
her  proposal. 

"  But,  Mr.  Finch,  what  possible  harm 
can  happen  to  Dorcas,  when  she  will  be 
strictly  one  of  Madame  Saroni's  family 
circle  ?  " 

"  Ay,  ay.  Miss  Edith  ;  but  ye  do  forget 
all  the  temptations  o'  London,  and,  oh, 
there's  many  a  guileful  man  lying  in  wait 
to  tempt  young,  innocent  maids,  specially 
when  they're  so  comely  as  Dorcas." 

"  But  you  don't  understand.  Dorcas 
would    be    subjected    to    no    temptation. 
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She,  like  other  pupils,  would  always  be 
more  or  less  under  Madame's  supervision. 
She  would  have  to  work  hard  at  stated 
hours,  and  of  course  when  she  went  out  to 
any  place  of  entertainment,  or  even  in 
her  daily  walks,  she  would  be  properly 
chaperoned."  , 

"  Eh,  now,  that's  a  grand  word ;  I  sup- 
pose it  do  mean  as  some  'sponsible  body 
would  be  with  her  and  take  care  of  her." 

"  Exactly,  Mr.  Finch.  Now,  I  really 
shall  be  more  hurt  and  disappointed  than 
I  can  express  if  you  won't  consent  to  my 
wishes." 

"  Well,  you  know,  ma'am,  I  wouldn't 
vex  you  for  the  world ;  but  the  truth  is  I 
ha'  na'  got  much  opinion  of  those  public 
singing  women.  I  don't  think  as  I  could 
bear  to  see  Dorcas  a  standing  up  before 
any  as  might  choose  to  look  at  her — nasty, 
coarse -minded  men  as  might  make  remarks 


KICHER   THAN    WEALTH.  161 

on  her.  No,  no;  I'd  a  deal  ratlier  she 
should  keep  poor  and  unnoticed." 

"  Now,  I  daresay  you  remember  a  Miss 
Yenetia  Stanley  who  came  here  some  years 
ago." 

''  Ay,  I  do  mind  her — a  wild,  handsome, 
slip  of  a  young  lady  she  was  too." 

"Well,  Lady  Charles  Stanley  is  very 
friendly  with  Madame  Saroni.  Now,  you 
know  that  unless  Madame  Saroni  were  a 
nice  good  lady  Lady  Charles  would  not  be 
one  of  her  friends." 

*'  Of  course  she  wouldn't  be,  Miss  Edith. 
But  that's  just  what  I  can't  understand :  a 
lady  of  the  nobility  friendly  with  a  singing 
missus  !  It  goes  clean  against  my  judg- 
ment to  believe  it." 

*'  But  it  is  quite  true." 

"  Of  course  'tis,  Miss  Edith,  when  you 
say  it.  Well,  I  am  feared  ye' 11  persuade 
me  'gainst  my  will,   so  I'd  best  go.     I'll 
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just  say  neither  yea  nor  nay,  until  I  liave 
tliouglit  over  it  a  bit.  But — but  I  think, 
as  ye  are  so  wonderful  kind  and  so  won- 
derful bent  on  it,  that  ye  might  just  send 
a  line,  as  ye  said,"  and  with  a  smile  the 
yeoman  hurried  away,  saying.  ''  I  dare 
not  stay  no  longer,  Miss  Edith,  or  ye'U 
make  me  promise  outright." 

Then  Edith  felt  she  had  won  the  day. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"  0  'tis  the  curse  in  love,  and  still  approved 
When  women  cannot  love  where  they're  beloved." 
Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  Act  v.  So.  4. 

"  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kiss, 
As  seal  to  the  indenture  of  my  love." 

King  John,  Act  ii.  Sc.  1 

Miss  Stanley  had  always  been  mucli  sought 
in  the  fashionable  world,  but  since  her 
engagement,  with  the  prospect  of  a  still 
more  brilliant  future  before  her  as  the 
Countess  of  Wandsworth,  she  became 
doubly  and  trebly  the  fashion.  In  her 
heart  she  despised  the  adulation  she  re- 
ceived, and  yet  she  did  receive  it,  for  at 
the  time  it  gratified  her  vanity.  It  was 
only  when  she  was  alone,  when  the  lights 
were  out,  the  garlands  dead,  the  glamour 
M  2 
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faded,  that  slie  realized  tlie  true  wortli  of 
her  triumph.  "  Triumph  ? — was  it  not  a 
thing  to  be  ashamed  of  rather?"  she  thought 
when  she  possessed  sufficient  courage  and 
introspection  to  gauge  the  true  motives  of 
her  marriage. 

Captain  Majnard  was  meeting  her  some- 
where or  another  every  day,  for  the  end  of 
the  season  was  approaching  and  engage- 
ments to  every  possible  kind  of  charming 
parties  were  thick  and  numerous  before 
friends  dispersed  to  Scotland,  their  country 
houses,  or  the  continent.  Much  as  he 
wished  to  see  her,  he  found  a  tete-a-tete  un- 
der existing  circumstances  impossible.  One 
day  during  a  delightful  water-party  on  the 
Thames,  and  a  picnic  in  the  lovely  woods 
of  Cliefden,  he  hoped  he  might  find  his 
opportunity;  but  no.  Lord  Wandsworth 
and  others  monopolized  her,  and  he  could 
only  get  a  few  common-place  words  in  the 
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hearing  of  everybody.  However,  fortune 
favoured  him  the  next  day,  in  bis  finding 
her  alone  in  that  pleasant  drawing-room 
before  mentioned.  He  would  certainly 
have  been  much  flattered  if  he  had  known 
how  much  and  how  constantly  her  mind 
had  been  filled  with  conjecture  respecting 
the  nature  of  that  trouble  which  he  had 
mentioned  to  her. 

Every  day  she  realized  more  and  more 
how  great  and  momentous  was  the  step 
she  had  just  taken.  The  first  excite- 
ment had  worn  off,  and  she  had  begun  to 
learn  something  more  of  her  future  hus- 
band's character,  and  understood  that  he 
was  such  a  man  that  she  would  either  be  a 
happy  wife,  or  the  most  wretched  of  women. 
There  would  be  no  half -measures  with  him. 
Maynard's  return  had  in  truth  disturbed 
her.  In  his  absence  his  power  and  sweet- 
ness were  forgotten ;  his  presence  revived 
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old  associations  painfully,  and  had  slie  been 
less  determined  and  proud,  she  might  have 
tortured  herself  by  contrasting  the  two 
men.  Bufc  a  sentiment  of  loyalty  to  Lord 
Wandsworth  prevented  her  from  allowing 
any  such  contrast  to  be  made.  Meanwhile 
her  mother.  Lady  Charles  Stanley,  was 
busied  with  milliners,  jewellers,  and  other 
people — Venetia  herself  took  little  interest 
in  her  trousseau.  Even  when  the  famous 
Wandsworth  diamonds  were  brought  for 
her  inspection  and  suggestions  as  to  their 
resetting,  she  showed  no  enthusiasm. 
They  were  of  course  magnificent,  and  they 
were  part  of  the  price  for  which  she  was 
selling  herself!  Why  had  she  sold  her- 
self? 

A  certain  sense  of  self-condemnation  and 
pity  for  Lord  Wandsworth  was  rising 
already  in  her  heart.  He  was  asking  for 
bread,  and  she  would  give   him  a  stone ! 
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As  far  as  he  understood  tlie  sweet  passion 
of  love,  he  did  love  her ;  therefore  was  she 
not  doing  him  an  injury  ? 

Maynard  at  once  saw  that  something  of 
her  yiyacity  had  vanished  in  this  last  fort- 
night, and  it  struck  him  that  life  at  the 
best  was  but  a  game  of  cross-purposes. 
Venetia  took  a  low  chair  where  no 
gleams  of  light  should  reach  her  face ;  but 
her  companion,  not  so  wise,  sat  where 
every  reflex  of  emotion,  as  it  touched 
him,  was  plainly  visible. 

He  told  his  story,  at  first  with  great 
embarrassment,  but  waxing  almost  elo- 
quent as  he  went  on,  while  she  listened 
apparently  unmoved,  but  with  her  heart 
wrung  for  Edith.  She  almost  laughed 
when  he  insisted  on  Edith's  want  of  affec- 
tion as  his  justification. 

Blind,  blind,  blundering  man !  she 
thought ;  but  as  she  listened  she  was  ex- 
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tremely  thankful  that  her  own  liking  for 
him  had  never  tempted  her  to  be  disloyal 
to  Edith.  If  she  had  been  disloyal,  how 
terrible  her  punishment  would  have  been ! — 
for  she  knew  he  now  loved  as  he  had  never 
loved  before.  It  revealed  a  new  phase  in  his 
character  to  her ;  he  appeared  to  be  quite 
altered ;  there  was  a  restless,  anxious,  im- 
passioned sort  of  unhappiness  about  him, 
that  removed  him  altogether  from  his 
former  condition  of  a  calm,  slightly-bored, 
nil  admirari  man  of  the  world.  Venetia 
was  undecided  whether  she  liked  him 
so  well  in  this  new  disturbed  state  of 
mind ;  after  a  time  she  thought  the  easy 
indifference  of  the  past  was  preferable. 
Great  emotions,  she  knew,  were  severely 
fatiguing,  and  her  companion  looked  abso- 
lutely ill  from  the  effects  of  trouble. 

"  Now,  Yenetia,  let  me  hear  your  verdict ; 
I  know  it's  all  against  me,  for  I  have  read 
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censure  in  your  eyes  ever  since  I  have  been 
speaking." 

"  Yes,  my  verdict  is  all  against  you.  I 
am  so  disappointed  in  you.  I  have  been 
weak  enough  to  think  you  were  something 
of  a  Bayard,  and  now  by  your  confession 
I  find  my  ideal  but  common  clay." 

''  Say  rather  a  man  with  all  a  man's 
weakness  and  inconsistency," 

*'  Ah  !  but  men  should  not  be  weak.  I 
cannot  understand  your  blindness  to  the 
great  wrong  and  insult  you  have  put 
upon  Edith." 

"  If  she  had  loved—" 

"  Don't  say  that,  Hubert ;  it  has  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  your  obligation  to  her." 

"  Pardon  me,  I  think  it  has  everything 
to  do  with  it.  Do  you  imagine  for  a 
moment  I  could  have  been  such  a  cold- 
blooded villain  ?  " 

Venetia  felt  herself  in  a  difl&culty.    In  one 
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way  Maynard's  blindness  was  a  blessed 
thing ;  as  things  were  he  must  never  be 
enlightened  about  his  mistake. 

"  Well,  we  will  leave  that  point ;  but  how 
can  you  possibly  excuse  yourself  for  stay- 
ing on,  the  guest  of  a  deeply- injured  lady, 
while,  by  your  own  showing,  you  were 
making  love  to  her  rival  ?  Hubert,  you  have 
forfeited  your  character  of  gentleman.  If 
Edith  did  not  love  you  before,  I  should 
think  she  almost  hates  you  now." 

"Your  judgment  is  harsh,"  he  said 
passionately.  "  You — you  forget  the  hard- 
ness of  the  situation  for  me,  and  the 
temptation  of  an  exquisite  woman's  love." 

"  Perhaps  I  am  harsh  ;  but,  you  see,  I  was 
thinking  of  my  ideal  Bayard !  "  she  said 
gently. 

"  For  heaven's  sake  give  me  a  little 
comfort." 

"  I  don't  know  in  what  way  I  can  com- 
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fort  you ;  you  have  brought  yourself  and 
others  into  such  an  unhappy  position  that 
you  must  necessarily  be  very  unhappy ; — 
but  what  do  you  propose  to  do,  Hubert  ?  " 
asked  she,  narrowly  scrutinizing  the  keen 
high-bred  face  opposite  to  her. 

''  What  can  I  do  ?  " 

''  If  I  were  in  your  place,"  she  said 
slowly,  "  I  should  go  down  to  Carrington, 
and  confide  the  whole  story  to  your  uncle." 

*'  That  would  be  simple  ruin  !  He  ever 
consent  to  my  marriage,  when  you  know 
he's  half  crazy  upon  the  question  of  purity 
of  blood ! " 

"  But  anything  clandestine  or  underhand 
is  so  unlike  you,  Hubert." 

*'  I  must  deceive  him,"  he  said,  flushing 
hotly. 

''  I  think  Sir  William  is  so  kind  that  he 
could  hardly  resist  your  pleading  if  you 
went    to   him   manfully   and   honourably; 
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but  I  am  quite  sure  lie  would  never  for- 
give you  if  you  deliberately  deceived  him. 
Do  be  guided  by  me :  go  to  him.  There 
is  something  in  deceit  which  is  so  mean 
and  unworthy." 

"  Of  course  anything  of  the  kind  is  hate- 
ful ;  but  what  right  has  he  or  any  other 
man  to  disinherit  me  because  I  am  attached 
to  a  sweet  woman  not  quite  my  equal  in 
rank  ?  You  know  how  I  love  Carrington ; 
it  would  be  hard  to  lose  it." 

"I  thought — I  understood — that  the 
young  lady  had  refused  you." 

''  Yes,  but  she  will  not,  she  cannot, 
always  refuse  me." 

''  I  see  you  have  much  reliance  on  your 
powers  of  persuasion," — with  a  smile. 

**  Don't  jest,  Yenetia ;  don't  you  see 
how  serious  a  matter  it  is  with  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  very  serious,  Hubert.  Bear  with 
me  when  I  say  that  your  proposal   of   a 
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private  marriage  is  a  very  cruel  one.  I 
really  don't  understand  you  ;  your  trouble 
lias  changed  you  so  much.  May  I  say  it 
has  not  improved  you  ?  " 

"  Is  that  all  the  comfort  you  can  give 
me  ?  I  come  to  you  as  my  one  greatest 
friend,  and  you  tell  me  that  I  " 

"  You  ask  my  advice,  but  you  won't 
follow  it.  One  thing  I  certainly  do  advise  : 
pray  leave  London  at  once ;  you  are 
so  unhinged  and  unlike  yourself,  that 
you  seem  to  me  on  the  verge  of  a  serious 
illness." 

''  Yes,  I  am  ill  in  mind  and  body  ;  both 
seem  all  wrong.  Well,  if  I  died,  there 
would  be  an  end  of  the  question." 

"  Certainly,  for  yourself  ;  but  you  must 
remember  there  are  others  to  be  considered 
too." 

At  this  moment  a  man  brought  in  a 
letter  from  the  afternoon  post.     Venetia 
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recognized  Edith's  writing,  and  let  the 
letter  remain  on  the  table.  She  had  an 
idea  that  she  had  better  not  open  it  in 
Maynard's  presence.  In  truth  she  began 
to  wish  he  would  leave  her. 

''  So  the  engagement  is  still  imagined  to 
be  intact  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  what  can  we  do  ?  Old  Fleming 
is  so  unreasonable,  he  would  be  a  perfect 
madman  if  he  suspected  the  truth." 

"  A  wonderfully  pleasant  position  you 
have  placed  Edith  in,  I  must  say !  " 

''  Don't  Yenetia,"  he  said,  as  if  she  had 
struck  him.  "  You  know  I  am  powerless 
to  save  Edith  the  annoyance  of  such  a 
supposition,  but  what  can  I  do  ?  " 

''  Exactly,  what  can  you  do  ?  If  I 
were  given  to  moralizing,  I  would  say  you 
ought  to  have  thought  of  all  your  obliga- 
tions before  you  fell  so  desperately  in  love 
with  the  beautiful  Dorcas." 
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"  Do  you  think  tlien  I  did  not  ?  " 

"  Tf  you  liad  resolutely  thought  of  the 
suffering  you  were  bringing  on  two  women, 
you  would  have  left  Carstone  weeks  before 
you  did,  Hubert." 

"  I  did  not  think  you  would  be  so  hard 
to  me,  Yenetia." 

"  You  could  never  have  imagined  for  a 
moment,  Hubert,  that  I  should  approve  of 
your  conduct  ?  "  she  said  haughtily. 

*' Certainly  not." 

"  If  I  were  not  so  old  a  friend  I  should 
not  dare  to  tell  you  the  truth.  I  do 
hope  you  will  remember  that  you  still 
owe  a  duty  to  Edith.  You  appear  to 
forget  how  great  a  sacrifice  you  have 
asked  of  her.  She  is  poor,  and  from 
your  breach  of  trust  she  loses  her  rightful 
fortune." 

"  Don't  I  know  it  all  ?  Venetia,  don't 
reproach  me  further ;  I  cannot  bear  it." 
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"  I  say  also,  Hubert,  that  until  Edith 
can  openly  give  you  your  freedom,  you 
have  no  right  to  persecute  Dorcas ;  I  like 
her  for  refusing  you  now.  She  sees  more 
clearly  than  you  do  the  depth  of  your 
wrong  to  the  woman  to  whom  you  were 
bound  by  every  tie  of  honour.  Now,  if  I 
have  said  hard  things  to  you,  you  must 
forgive  me.  Remember,  I  am  always  your 
friend.  Good-bye ;  I  must  ask  you  to  leave 
me  now." 

When  he  was  gone  she  wearily  put  both 
hands  to  her  forehead. 

"  Poor  Edith  !  "  she  exclaimed  ;  *'  why 
does  everything  go  wrong  in  this  wretched 
world?" 

Presently  she  remembered  her  letter, 
but  before  reading  it  she  rang  the  bell. 

"  I  am  not  at  home  to  any  one  but  Lord 
Wandsworth,  James." 

Then  she  read  the  letter. 
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"  Car  stone  Hall,  July  16th. 
"  My  dear  Yenetia, 

"It  is  a  long  time  since  I  have 
written  to  you,  and  even  now  my  letter  is 
somewhat  of  a  begging  nature  ;  but  of  that 
presently.  You  may  imagine  I  was  extremely 
surprised  to  read  in  the  Times  the  announce- 
ment of  your  engagement  to  Lord  Wands- 
worth. May  I  say  that  I  was  a  little  hurt 
that  I  had  not  heard  from  you  yourself 
of  such  a  very  interesting  occurrence  in 
your  life  ?  Pray  accept  my  kindest  and 
best  wishes,  dear  Yenetia,  and  perhaps 
you  will,  in  answer  to  this,  tell  me  some- 
thing more  than  I  have  learned  from  a 
newspaper  of  the  new  tie  you  have  formed. 
I  am  charmed  to  think  that  you  are  to  be, 
with  the  exception  of  the  duchess,  our 
greatest  lady  in  the  county.  It  is  just 
the  position  for  you.  Some  people  are 
born  to  be  great,  and  you  are  one  of  them. 

VOL.    II.  N 
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I    can't   imagine   you    without    a    certain 
amount   of   state   about  you.      It  is    not 
flattering  you  to  tell  you  that  you  will  be 
one  of  the  most   beautiful  and  fascinating 
of  countesses  !     It  is  rather  singular  that, 
after  a  childhood   so  intimately  connected 
as     was    ours,     our    later    paths    in  life 
should  have  so  completely  diverged.     But 
you  shine  in  an  exalted  sphere — a  star  of 
the  first  brilliance, — whereas  my  light  is 
very  small,  and  not  brilliant  at  all.     I  was 
much  interested  in  what  Captain  Maynard 
lately  told  me  of  you.     He  holds  you  in 
most  affectionate  regard,  evidently  rejoic- 
ing in  all  your  triumphs,  and  in  the  adula- 
tion you  receive.     Your  warm  friendship 
has  been  of  inestimable  benefit  to  him." 
(At  those  words  Yenetia  blushed  painfully.) 
''  And  now  to  the  object  of  my  letter.     I 
have  here  a    young  friend   who   is   most 
desirous  of  becoming  a  professional  singer. 
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From  my  own  judgment  I  certainlj 
think  she  has  great  reason  to  hope  for 
success  after  she  has  received  the  necessary 
tuition.  Her  voice  is  of  rare  sweetness, 
depth,  and  clearness  ;  her  ear  perfect ;  her 
instinct  and  modulation  fine ;  so,  you  see, 
there  is  good  material  to  work  upon.  Now 
I  believe  Lady  Charles  knows  Madame 
Saroni  intimately.  Will  she  be  so  very 
kind  as  to  give  me  an  introduction  to 
Madame,  and  also  use  her  influence  for 
my  friend.  Miss  Finch  ?  The  latter  is  both 
from  natural  taste  and  education  a  lady, 
and  also  a  most  lovely  girl,  possessing 
infinite  fascinations.  You  wdll  understand 
from  the  circumstances  how  very  necessary 
it  is  that  she  should  be  under  the  guardian- 
ship of  one  who  is  thoroughly  able  to  pro- 
tect her  during  the  time  of  her  tuition.  I 
feel  I  am  incurring  a  great  responsibility, 
because  her  father  is  rather  averse  to  the 
N  2 
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idea  of  her  ever  singing  in  public ;  still, 
I  feel  lie  will  in  time  become  reconciled. 
I  daresay  Lady  Charles  knows  whether 
Madame  Saroni  can  take  a  pupil  just  now, 
and  also  what  terms  she  expects.  Your 
answer  to  this  will  determine  my  actions. 
I  do  most  sincerely  trust  that  Madame  has 
room  for  my  protegee,  if  I  may  so  style 
her.  I  won't  apologize  for  troubling  you, 
because  I  know  you  are  never  happier  than 
when  you  are  doing  something  for  others  ! 
and  with  that  pretty  compliment  I  end. 

''  With  kindest  regards  to  Lady  Charles 
and  love  to  yourself, 

"  Yours  most  truly, 
''  Edith  G.  Fleming." 

Yenetia  had  read  all  that  part  of  the 
letter  which  related  to  Dorcas  with  simple 
astonishment,  and  when  she  had  finished 
it  she  laughed  again  and  again  hysterically. 

"  I  didn't  know  that  it  was  in  a  woman 
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to  forgive  and  love  so  noblj,"  slie  ex- 
claimed at  last.  ^'  Oil,  Edith,  you  splendid 
woman,  wliat  would  you  think  of  me  if  you 
knew  all?" 

A.nd  then  Venetia  sat  a  long  time  in 
deep  thought.  She  was  very  pale,  but 
there  was  a  look  of  stern  resolution  on  her 
beautiful  worn  face. 

"  K'o  !  "  she  exclaimed,  rising,  "  I  have 
not  the  courage  ;  it  is  too  late.  I  must  go 
on,  however  terrible  it  may  be ;  but — but 
that  I  could  ever  have  been  so  infatuated  !  " 

That  night,  or  rather  in  the  early  morn- 
ing of  the  next  day,  when  she  returned 
home  from  a  ball,  she  found  the  following 
note  from  Captain  Maynard  : — 

"  Dear  Yenetia, 

''  Since  I  have  left  you  I  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  you  were  right  in 
advising  me  to  go  to  Carrington,  and  tell 
my  uncle  all.     Anyhow,  it  seems  the  only 
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thing  left  for  me  as  a  man  of  honour  to- 
do.  I  know  my  intelligence  will  be  a 
bitter  surprise  to  him.  He  will  probably 
be  very  angry,  and  there  must  be  a  most 
painful  and  disagreeable  scene  between  us. 
I  may  forfeit  Carrington,  tbough  I  hold 
such  a  deprivation  would  be  most  unjust. 
I  will  say  nothing  more  of  your  strictures 
on  my  conduct,  than  that  they  have  hurt 
me  until  I  feel  half- desperate.  That 
monstrous  contract  was  not  of  my  making. 
I  consider  I  have  been  most  unjustly 
treated,  but  you  condemn  me  in  toto.  I 
did  my  best — but  I  will  not  excuse  myself, 
or  you  will  say.  Qui  s  excuse  s'' accuse.  I 
have  determined  I  will  no  longer  be  a 
coward,  therefore  I  start  to-morrow  for 
Carrington,  and  will  there  clear  my  bosom 
of  its  perilous  stuff. 

''  Ever  yours  most  truly, 
"  H.  J.  M." 
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That  niglit  Lord  Wands wortli  had  been 
more  exigeant  in  his  wooing,  and  had 
pressed  Yenetia  to  fix  the  date  of  their 
marriage.  Hitherto  that  event  had  been 
dehghtfuUj  vague,  for  Yenetia  had  said,  in 
answer  to  his  urgent  pleadings,  it  might  be 
some  time  before  Christmas,  in  December. 
Lord  Wandsworth  had  rather  demurred, 
but  wisely  let  the  subject  drop  then 
though  he  was  quite  determined  to  be 
cruising  about  the  Mediterranean  in  his 
yacht,  stopping  at  all  those  delightful 
places  on  both  coasts  when  December 
came. 

So  this  night  he  had  pressed  his  point 
very  closely,  and  Yenetia  had  at  length 
given  way,  and  consented  to  name  the 
20th  of  November  for  the  auspicious  day; 
and  Lord  Wandsworth  had  then  in  his 
triumph  waxed  bolder,  and  had  given  his 
betrothed  a  very  fervent  kiss.     Certainly, 


184  EICHEE   THAN   WEALTH. 

under  the  circumstances,  he  was  quite 
authorized,  but  as  yet  he  had  onlj  slightly 
brushed  Venetians  forehead  with  his  mous- 
tache on  the  day  when  she  had  accepted 
him.  Until  that  moment  the  proud  girl's 
lips  had  been  innocent  of  a  man's  kiss.  It 
was  the  first  personal  realization  of  all 
that  she  had  promised,  and  for  the  moment 
it  was  exquisitely  painful  to  her — the  more 
painful  that  she  knew  she  ought  not  to 
shrink  from  her  affianced  husband's  caress. 
Her  proud  coldness  had  always  added  zest 
to  his  fire,  but  this  shrinking  was  even  to 
him  more  than  the  occasion  warranted. 
He  was  surprised,  and  looked  searchingly 
into  her  white  face  and  troubled  eyes, 
while  she  was  endeavouring  to  bring  out 
an  entreaty  that  he  would  release  her  from 
her  bond. 

Words  refused  to  come ;  she  only  looked 
the   entreaty    with    her    eyes    a     moment 


KICHER   THAN   WEALTH.  185 

before  site  turned  away,  feeling  lie  would 
never  release  her. 

*'  You  are  a  little  tired  to-night,  I 
think,"  he  said,  with  more  tenderness  in 
his  voice  than  she  had  ever  heard. 

"  Yes,  I  am  very  tired,"  she  answered. 

"  You  must  know  you  have  made  me 
very  happy  to-night,  Yenetia.  I  trust  our 
marriage  will  add  as  much  to  your  happi- 
ness as  it  will  to  mine." 

*' I  hope  so,"  she  faltered. 

Then  he  again  kissed  her,  but  with  a 
greater  and  more  deferential  tenderness, 
and  now  Yenetia  felt  she  was  bound  for 
ever.  She  had  let  the  one  opportunity 
pass,  because  she  was  a  coward,  and  could 
not  tell  her  lover  she  had  wronged  him. 
"  Parh  Lane,  July  17th. 

"  My  deak  Edjth, 

"  I  most  thoroughly  deserve   your 
reproach  for  allowing  you  to  hear  through 
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the  Times  tlie  news  of  my  engagement  to 
Lord  Wandsworth.  Perhaps,  though,  you 
will  be  somewhat  mollified  when  I  tell  you 
I  did  begin  three  separate  letters  to  you, 
but  finished  none.  Thank  you  much 
for  your  good  wishes.  Did  I  not  know 
how  kind  you  are,  I  might  suspect  you 
guilty  of  a  little  satire  when  you  allude  so 
pointedly  to  my  becoming  a  great  lady ! 
&c.,  &c.  You  know  I  have  always,  though 
I  am  your  senior,  looked  up  to  you  with 
the  greatest  belief  in  your  superior  virtues. 
I  am  perfectly  serious.  And  I  trust  indeed 
that  our  old  friendship,  which  has  never 
really  dropped,  will  bloom  out  again 
into  new  life  when  I  come  into  your 
county.  I  may  tell  you  in  confidence  that 
the  wedding  will  be  in  November,  and  of 
course  at  Longford.  I  don't  fancy  you  are 
given  to  such  frivolities,  but  if  for  once 
you  will  discard  your  Spartan  mode  of  life 
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and  be  one  of  my  eight  bridesmaids,  I  sliall 
esteem  your  yielding  to  my  wishes  a  great 
kindness  on  your  part.  My  mother  is  happy 
in  busying  herself  with  my  trousseau.  I 
confess  I  like  wearing  pretty  things,  but 
all  the  smaller  details  of  millinery  are  in- 
finitely boring.  How  delighted  I  shall  be 
to  leave  this  dusty,  fatiguing  London  ! 
Tlie  season  has  been  interminable.  We 
go  to  the  Abbey  next  week,  and  on  the  1 0th 
of  August  to  the  Anstruthers',  at  their 
charming  place  in  Perthshire.  I  quite 
hunger  for  a  whiff  of  the  fresh  mountain 
air  in  the  Highlands ;  and  how  charm- 
ing to  be  able  to  throw  conventionality 
to  the  dogs  for  a  short  time  in  one's 
existence.  Now,  having  very  egotistically 
w^ritten  of  myself  first,  I  will  turn  to  the 
subject  of  your  letter  yesterday.  Madame 
Saroni  is  away  from  town  just  now,  but 
my  mother  will  write  to  her  about  your 
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very  chsirmmg protegee.  On  one  point,  how- 
ever, I  can  set  your  mind  at  rest.  One  of 
Madame' s  pupils  is  going  home,  her  chest, 
poor  girl  being  too  delicate  to  admit  of 
her  becoming  a  singer.  Therefore  I  think 
there  is  no  doubt  about  the  matter,  as  far 
as  regards  Madame' s  ability  to  receive 
Miss  Finch  ;  of  course  the  rest  depends 
on  what  Madame  and  other  ''experts" 
may  think  of  her  qualifications  and  likeli- 
hood of  success.  My  mother  sends  her 
kindest  regards,  and  hopes,  with  myself, 
that  you  will  stay  at  least  a  night  here 
when  you  come  up  with  Miss  Finch.  Do  not 
say  us  nay.  I  want  to  see  you  immensely, 
to  say  nothing  of  my  curiosity  about 
your  protegee.  You  may  anticipate  hearing 
from  Madame  in  a  few  days.  In  haste  and 
with  love,  believe  me,  dear  Edith, 
Yours  affectionately, 

Yenetia  St.  John  Stanley. 
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"  All !  what  hypocrites  we  women  are  !  " 
said  Yenetia,  reading  over  her  letter. 
*'  Edith  knows  perfectly  well  Hubert  has 
told  me  the  whole  story,  and  yet  we  write 
polite  letters,  and  no  word  is  mentioned." 

Edith  in  reading  Yenetia's  letter  was 
dreadfully  disappointed  with  it.  It  was  the 
letter  of  a  woman  newly  engaged,  and  surely 
should  have  betrayed  a  little  pride,  a  little 
touch  of  womanly  triumph  and  content  in 
her  lover  !  There  was  nothing  of  the  kind. 
Lord  Wandsworth's  name  was  but  once 
mentioned  all  through  ! 

Lord  Wandsworth's  reputation  was  not 
altogether  a  happy  one ;  but  he  possessed 
many  good  qualities  to  balance  against  the 
natural  failings  of  a  sensuous,  voluptuous 
nature.  He  was  a  munificent  man,  both 
as  a  patron  of  art  and  as  a  subscriber  to 
charities.  His  first  passion  in  life,  how- 
ever, was  the  turf,  of  which  he  was  a  great 
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supporter.  His  fortune,  as  regarded  tlie 
success  of  his  horses,  had  been  very  evenly 
balanced.  Indeed  he  had  won  rather  than 
lost.  He  was  a  generous  landlord,  as  his 
tenants  during  the  late  disastrous  times 
could  testify.  But  Edith  was  astonished 
when  she  heard  Venetia  had  selected  him 
for  her  husband.  As  for  position,  surely 
she  did  not  require  more  than  she  already 
possessed.  But  no  one  could  be  more 
fitted  to  be  the  proud  mistress  of  Wands- 
worth Castle,  if  she  loved  its  lord. 

Edith  smiled  a  little  when  she  read  of 
Yenetia's  wish  for  a  greater  intimacy  be- 
tween them  after  the  marriage.  As  to  the 
proposal  of  her  being  a  bridesmaid,  she 
was  so  amused  she  really  laughed.  There 
was  something  so  ludicrous  in  the  mere 
suggestion.  She  felt  years  older  than 
Venetia  in  all  her  bright  beauty. 


EICHER    THAN    WEALTH.  191 


CHAPTER  YII. 

"  Men  that  hazard  all 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages." 

Merchant  of  Venice^  Act  ii.  Sc.  7. 

"  To  thine  own  self  be  true ; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man." 

Hamlet,  Act  i.  Sc.  3. 

Caeetngton  Paek,  in  Warwicksliire,  had 
long  been  fhe  lionie  of  the  Maynards. 
And  it  was  such  a  home — such  a  venerable, 
beautiful,  and  timeworn  mansion,  that 
there  was  no  member  of  that  family  who 
did  not  highly  prize  the  birthplace  of  their 
race.  As  a  family,  the  Maynards  were  by 
no  means  undistinguished.  The  baronetcy 
dated  from  James  the  First,  but  the  present 
bearers  of  the  name  affected  to  think  that 
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a  rather  late  honour,  and  preferred  to  go 
back  to  the  Plantagenet  and  Tudor  times, 
when  the  Sir  Huberts,  Geoffreys,  and 
others  had  been  vaUant  knights  in  their 
generation.  The  present  baronet,  Sir 
WilUam,  had,  as  his  nephew  said,  almost  a 
craze  about  purity  of  blood.  He  averred 
that  it  was  the  sacred  duty  of  every  member 
of  a  great  family  to  keep  that  family  in- 
tact from  any  plebeian  admixture.  He 
often  informed  his  friends  that  he  could 
always  look  back  on  all  the  marriages  of 
his  ancestors  with  the  greatest  satisfaction, 
for  not  one  of  them  had  made  a  mesalliance. 
On  the  contrary,  their  unions  had  connected 
them  from  time  to  time  with  some  of  the  most 
distinguished  and  oldest  names  in  England. 
True,  many  of  the  men  had  been  wild, 
extravagant,  and  dissipated,  sowing  most 
prodigious  crops  of  wild  oats ;  but  they 
had  always  awakened  to  a  sense  of  duty 
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when  thej  had  selected  their  wives.  They 
did  not  exactly  marry  for  money,  but  they 
certainly  never  married  without.  In  this 
wise  and  prudent  fashion,  the  fine  estates 
had  never  dwindled.  No  oaks  had  been 
felled  to  pay  the  debts  of  honour  of  a  young 
scapegrace ;  he  was  expected  to  marry  a 
woman  well  bred  and  "  weel  tochered." 

So  this  charming,  stately  mansion  stood 
in  much  the  same  condition  as  when  it  was 
built,  nearly  three  centuries  ago.  Age  had 
cast  an  additional  beauty  over  it,  subduing 
much  of  the  orio'inal  richness  of  colour  from 
the  warm,  red  bricks  by  covering  them  here 
and  there  with  many  a  delicate  lichen.  It 
was  of  the  Tudor  style,  and  very  picturesque 
and  harmonious.  It  looked  the  fitting 
home  for  a  proud,  brave  race.  Many 
vicissitudes  had  the  fine  old  house  passed 
through.  It  still  bore  some  evidences  of 
having  stood  a  siege  in  the  civil  wars — 

VOL.    II.  0 
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honourable  scars  they  were  to  its  possessors. 
As  yet  it  had  escaped  the  terrible  modern 
scourge  of  fire,  though  not  without  many 
an  alarm,  which  Lad  fortunately  been 
timely  enough  to  prevent  its  destruction. 
The  park  which  surrounded  the  mansion 
was  worthy  of  it.  In  parts,  where  the 
deer  secluded  themselves,  it  was  so  thickly 
wooded  that  it  still  resembled  the  old,  wild, 
original  forest.  It  was  far  from  madding 
crowds  and  the  turmoil  of  great  cities; 
though,  to  Sir  William's  disgust,  there  was 
a  railway  within  four  miles,  in  spite  of  his 
strenuous  but  unavailing  opposition  to 
the  scheme.  However,  the  railway  had 
been  made  many  years,  and  the  baronet 
condescended  now  to  use  it  in  his  occa- 
sional journeys  to  London  and  elsewhere. 
Formerly  he  had  always  travelled  to  and 
fro  in  his  old  yellow  chariot,  with  relays  of 
splendid   horses,    swearing   unwisely  that 
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notting  should  ever  induce  him  to  use  the 
new,  detestable,  smoky,  infernal  mode  of 
travelling.  However,  once  he  was  beguiled 
by  a  friend  into  trying  a  first-class  carriage 
in  an  express  train,  and  he  was  obliged  to 
admit  that,  bad  as  it  was,  it  saved  time  ; 
though  to  be  band-boxed  up  in  such  a 
fashion,  and  see  nothing  but  cuttings,  was 
— we'll  say  insufferable  ! 

On  the  day  succeeding  his  long  interview 
with  Miss  Stanley,  Captain  Maynard  sent 
a  telegram  to  Carrington,  ordering  his  mail 
phaeton  to  meet  him  at  the  Crawford  Station 
at  6  p.m.,  when  the  express  from  London 
passed  through  that  ancient  town.  As  he 
was  swiftly  carried  from  London  he  knew 
his  communication  to  his  uncle  might  be 
the  means  of  separating  him  for  ever 
from  his  fair  inheritance.  He  w^as  by  no 
means  insensible  to  the  charms  of  wealth 
and  position.  Indeed,  he  felt  nature  had 
0  2 
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never  intended  him  to  be  a  poor  man.     He 
had  always  had  a  most  generous  allowance 
from  his  uncle,  and,  with  this  command  of 
money,  had  undoubtedly  been   somewhat 
extravagant  in  his  mode  of  life.     He  had 
never  experienced   the   least   approach  of 
poverty,  and  from  his  standpoint  of  wealth 
such  a  condition  looked  ugly  and  bereft  of  all 
the  greater  joys  of  life.     But  if  he  were  dis- 
inherited he  would  be  a  poor  man ;  though, 
he  would  then  ;;have  Dorcas  to  cheer  his 
poverty.     In  the  possible  sacrifice  he  was 
about  to  make  he  felt  most  men  would  call 
him    absurdly    Quixotic ;    but   he   himself 
was  conscious  of  a  certain  moral  elevation, 
perhaps  something  of  that  exaltation  which 
makes  a  man  sacrifice  himself  to  a  principle, 
and  keeps  him  steadfast  to  the  one  ruling 
idea.      Later   on,    when    he   was    driving 
through  the  beautiful  park  in  all  the  still- 
ness of  a  July  day,  towards  evening,  he 
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looked   around   liim   with   some    emotion. 
As  a  Maynard  he  loved  this  place;  from 
his  earliest  days  he  had    been   taught  to 
consider  himself  its  heir,  and  as  its  heir 
the  world  had  flattered,  petted,  and  m.ade 
much  of  him.    His  position  and  advantages 
had  always  appeared  so  secure  that  he  had 
taken    everything   much    as    if   it  were    a 
matter  of  course.     This  day,  as  he  pulled 
the  fretting  chestnuts  into  a  walk  up  the 
slight   hill,  where   the  whole   broken  and 
beautiful  facade  of  the  old  house  was  before 
him,  he  realized  more  than  ever  how  very, 
very  dear  this  home  of  his  ancestors  was  to 
him.     Soon  he  was  in  the  noble  hall,  and 
was  conscious  of  looking  on  every  well- 
remembered  object  with  a  new  and  almost 
pathetic  interest. 

Sir  William  was  still  too  much  of  an 
invalid  to  leave  his  own  suite  of  rooms 
upstairs,  and  thither  Maynard  went  to  see 
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him.  Tlie  young  man  had  ever  received 
so  much  kindness  from  his  uncle,  that  he 
felt  honestly  averse  to  make  a  communica- 
tion which  must  necessarily  be  an  immense 
shock  to  the  old  man,  as  well  as  dash  all 
the  hopes  and  schemes  of  a  lifetime  to  the 
ground.  Sir  William  had  once  been  a  very 
handsome  and  distinguished-looking  man  ; 
now  gout,  asthma,  and  paralysis  had  made 
a  wreck  of  him.  His  face  was  still,  how- 
ever, keen  and  powerful,  and  capable  of 
softening  under  the  influence  of  a  smile. 

"  So  you  have  really  come  at  last, 
Hubert !  "  he  said,  looking  very  earnestly 
into  his  nephew's  face. 

"  Yes,  at  last,  sir.  I  hope  you  are 
better.  I  thought  you  would  have  been 
out  by  this  time." 

"No,  I  am  rather  shaken.  Phillpots 
advises  rest  and  quiet  as  usual,  but  they 
won't  mend  a  broken-down  constitution,'* 
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he  said  slowly,  for  it  was  some  effort  to 
speak. 

Maynard  was  suddenly  aware  of  some- 
thing new  about  his  uncle.  That  con- 
fession of  weakness,  that  consciousness  of 
failing  in  the  vital  powers,  was  very 
pathetic  to  the  strong  young  man.  To 
have  arrived  at  that  stage  of  life, — to  have 
outlived  most  of  his  friends, — to  have  lost 
for  years  the  dearest  companion  of  his 
manhood,  and  now  to  be  waiting  lonely 
for  the  last  change  of  all !  Maynard  was 
smitten  with  a  sudden  remorse.  How 
little  had  he  returned  for  what  he  had  re- 
ceived !  As  heirs  and  nephews  go,  he  was 
not  so  selfish  as  the  ordinary  young  men  of 
the  period.  Without  any  demonstration 
there  had  always  been  a  great  affection 
between  his  uncle  and  himself, — something 
like  that  of  father  and  son, — since  Colonel 
Maynard,  Hubert's  father,  had  died.     But 
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perhaps  tlie  fortunate  young  man  had 
accepted  all  his  uncle's  goodness  and  gene- 
rosity too  much  as  a  right ;  and  now  he  was 
aware  of  something  extremely  wistful  and 
kind  in  the  old  man's  face — something 
which  had  not  been  there  often  before  this 
last  illness.  Then  he  remembered  he  must 
wound  his  faithful  friend  on  the  very  point 
which  had  ever  lain  nearest  his  heart. 

"  Why,  Hubert,  now  I  come  to  look  at 
you,  you  don't  seem  much  like  a  bride- 
groom !     How  is  Edith  ?  " 

"  Very  well,  sir,  thanks." 

"And  now  of  course  the  wedding  day 
is  fixed?"  said  the  baronet,  with  a  certain 
anxiety  in  his  voice,  while  he  narrowly 
watched  his  nephew's  face,  which  struck 
him  as  being  particularly  pale  and 
worn. 

"  No,  it  is  not." 

"Why  not,  Hubert?" 
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"  It  will  never  be  fixed ;  our — our  en- 
gagement is  broken  off,  sir." 

"Broken  off!  Surely  I  don't  under- 
stand you,"  said  the  old  man,  trembling 
and  speaking  hardly  above  a  whis- 
per. 

"  The  idea  of  the  marriage  is  abhorrent 
to  both  of  us." 

*'  Since  when,  Hubert  ?  " 

"  To  Edith  always  ;  to  me  since — since 
T  have  loved  another  woman." 

Then  Sir  William  leaned  back,  and  a 
piteous  moan  came  frqm  his  lips. 

"  Oh,  sir,  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

'*  Eing — some  wine,"  gasped  the  poor 
shaken  man. 

Wine  revived  him,  and  some  time  after, 
when  the  faintness  had  quite  passed,  he 
asked  sternly, — 

"  Who  is  this  woman  who  has  come  be- 
tween you  and  your  honour  ?  " 
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"  She  is  my  superior  in  everything 
except  rank  in  life." 

''  What  is  her  rank  ?  " 

"  She  is  a  yeoman's — a  farmer's 
daughter." 

"  Indeed !  I  thought  your  taste  was 
more  cultivated." 

"  Dorcas  Finch  is  one  of  the  sweetest, 
purest  ladies  I  ever  met." 

"  A  lady,  Hubert?"  with  some  contempt. 

"  Yes,  sir,  as  much  a  cultivated  gentle- 
woman as  my  own  mother." 

"  E-eally  this  young  person  must  be  a 
paragon.  Do  you  propose  to  make  her 
your  wife  ?  " 

"It  is  my  greatest  desire  that  she  may 
be  my  wife  by-and-by." 

''  And  how  about  your  solemn  engage- 
ment to  Edith  ?  " 

No  reply. 

"  Really,  Hubert,  for  a  man  calHng  him- 
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self  a  gentleman,  your  conduct  is  very 
extraordinary." 

'•'  Yes,  I  know  all  that,"  said  the  other 
passionately.  "  But  why  was  I  ever  tied 
down  to  such  an  infernal  arrangement  ? 
Did  not  ijou  choose  your  wife  of  your  ow^n 
freewill?" 

"  Yes ;  but  you  must  remember  your 
aunt  was  the  daughter  of  a  marquis,  and 
not  a  dairy — " 

A  naughty  word  fell  half -muttered  from 
Maynard's  lips. 

"  Hush,  Hubert,  if  anybody  has  the  right 
to  swear,  I  think  it  is  I.  But  I  tell  you 
candidly,  I  am  too  shaken  to  bear  much 
excitement.  I  don't  want  to  get  angry ;  I 
want  to  discuss  this  most  extraordinary  and 
painful  news  calmly." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  uncle.  1  know  only 
too  well  what  an  ungrateful  fellow  1  must 
seem  to  you." 
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"  Did  you  say  this  young  person's  name 
was  Finch  ?  I  seem  to  have  some  asso- 
ciation with  that  name — ah  !  now  I  re- 
member— " 

"  May  I  ask  what  your  association  is  ?  " 

"It  is  a  very  ordinary  one.  I  presume 
Miss  Finch  is  beautiful  ?  " 

"  Very  beautiful." 

"  How  was  it  she  became  what  you  de- 
scribe her—  a  cultivated  gentlewoman  ?  " 

"  She  is  naturally  a  lady,  and  was  edu- 
cated by  an  aunt,  since  dead,  who  was  also 
a  beautiful  and  accomplished  woman  ;  she 
lived  in  Paris,  and  entirely  undertook  Miss 
Finch's  education." 

"  History  strangely  repeats  itself  !  Did 
Miss  Finch  ever  tell  you  that  aunt's  most 
romantic  story  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Then  I  will.  Milicent  Finch  was  more 
than  a  beautiful  woman ;  she  was  noble. 
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Lord  Anstrutlier  once  loved  her  very  dearly. 
She,  though  his  mother's  nearest  friend  and 
protegee,  had  the  good  taste  and  courage 
to  refuse  him,  and  so  saved  him  from  what 
would  have  been  a  most  unwise  marriage. 
I  once  saw  that  ladj  when  she  was  living 
with  the  dowager  Lady  Anstruther,  and 
with  all  my  prejudices  of  birth,  I  must  con- 
fess I  never  conversed  with  a  sweeter 
woman,  or  a  more  perfect  gentlewoman." 

"  Then,  uncle,  you — you  would  be  equally 
charmed  with  Dorcas  ;  you — " 

"  Hubert,  I  might  be;  but — I  should  con- 
sider your  marriage  to  her  the  greatest  mis- 
fortune that  could  happen  to  you.  Don't 
for  a  moment  hope  that  I  could  ever  sanc- 
tion it." 

*'  You  are  too  cruel ;  you  drive  me  into 
the  alternative  of  deceiving  you." 

"  If  you  deceive  me,  you  must  suffer  the 
penalty  of  your  deceit.    You  know  my  pro- 
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perty  is  mine  wholly.  If  you  will  not  re- 
nounce Miss  Fincli,  you  cannot  be  my  heir. 
Your  cousin  George  shall  have  the  es- 
tates ;  the  title  unfortunately  must  be 
yours." 

''  It  would  be  most  unjust  to  disinherit 
me  when  I  have,  all  my  life,  been  taught 
to  consider  myself  your  heir.  If  you  meant 
this,  why  did  you  insist  on  my  throwing  up 
my  profession  ?  You  have  wronged  me, 
sir.  Had  I  gone  to  India  again,  I  swear 
I  would  have  distinguished  myself.  I 
could  have  won  my  bread  with  my  sword. 
And  now  what  am  I  ? — what  have  I  ?  I 
am  simply  a  man  with  extravagant  habits, 
without  the  power  of  earning  my  living," 
he  said  passionately,  reproachfully. 

"  There  is  much  truth  in  what  you  say. 
I  certainly  should  not  be  so  unjust  as  to 
leave  you  without  the  means  of  subsistence  ; 
but,  unless  you  return  to  Edith,  your  cousin 
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George  must  have  tlie  bulk  of  my  pro- 
perty," said  the  old  man  sadly. 

"So  be  it  then.  Let  me  have  the 
Rookery ;  I  can  at  least  turn  farmer.'' 

"  Stop ;  you  are  going  too  fast.  Am  I  to 
understand  this  young  lady  has  accepted 
you?" 

"  No;  she  has  refused  me." 

"  Then  I  think  most  highly  of  her  dis- 
cretion." 

"  But  she  loves  me,  and — and  I  shall 
ask  her  until  she  consents." 

"  Well,  granting  Miss  Finch  is  all  you 
say,  how  about  her  people  ?  I  presume 
she  has  a  father  and  mother,  and  brothers 
and  sisters." 

"  She  has  only  one  brother." 

"Is  he  equal  in  cultivation  to  his 
sister?" 

"No." 

"  Then  he  is  not  quite  the  sort  of  man 
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you  would  like  to  introduce  as  jour  wife's 
brother?" 

No  reply. 

"  Your  silence  tells  me  I  am  risfht.  And 
yet  if  you  married  the  sister,  you  could 
hardly  expect  her,  if  she  has  the  natural 
feelings  of  affection,  to  separate  herself 
entirely  from  her  people." 

"  I  should  never  ask  such  a  separa- 
tion." 

"  I  presume  her  father  and  mother  are 
of  the  ordinary  yeoman  type — a  class  of 
people  I  have  the  greatest  respect  for, 
when  they  keep  within  their  proper 
station." 

"  Old  Mr.  Finch  is  one  of  the  finest- 
hearted  and  noblest-looking  old  men  I 
ever  met.  There  is  nothing  vulgar  or 
common  about  him." 

"  Such  a  man  would  consider  your  atten- 
tions  to   his  daughter  simply  a  disgrace 
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under  existing  circumstances.     But  I  as- 
sume he  is  as  ignorant  as  I  was." 

"Yes." 

"Now,  Hubert,  let  me  ask  you  one 
question :  don't  you  owe  me  something — 
some  regard  for  my  wishes  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  owe  you  almost  every  thing ;  but, 
uncle,  I  do  not  owe  you  obedience  in  this 
one  vital  matter." 

"  I  hold  you  do.  I  say  that  I,  being 
able  to  judge  dispassionately,  have  a 
greater  insight  than  yourself  as  to  what 
are  your  truest  and  best  interests.  Do 
you  suppose  it  costs  me  nothing  to  be  com- 
pelled to  cross  your  wishes  ? — nothing  to 
put  such  an  alternative  to  the  man  I  have 
ever  looked  upon  as  a  son  since  poor  little 
Willie's  death  ?  Hitherto  you  have  been 
all  I  could  desire.  Perhaps  sometimes  I 
have  wanted  more  return  than  you  have 
been  inclined  to  give ;  but  I  am  naturally 

VOL.    II.  p 
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undemonstrative,  and  so  perhaps  we  liave 
not  been  so  near  eacli  other  as  we  might 
have  been." 

"  Uncle,  you  have  always  been  much  too 
kind,  much  too  generous  to  me.     I  know 
how  very  much  T  am  indebted  to  you.     It 
gives  me  the  greatest  pain  to  go  directly 
against  your  wishes  in  this   matter.     But 
do  I  not  owe  a  duty  to  myself,  and  to  the 
woman  who  loves  me,  as  well  as  to  you  ? 
What  could   possibly  compensate   me  for 
her  loss  ?     Am  I,  a  man  of  thirty,  likely 
to  change?     Suppose  I  bent   my  will  to 
yours    and  gave  up    Dorcas  ?     I  tell   you 
solemnly,  sir,  that  nothing  should  induce 
me    to    marry    another    woman.       George 
should  still  be  your  heir  after  my  vnretched 
existence    was    over,    for    no    child    but 
the  child    of   a  beloved   wife    shall    ever 
succeed  me.     If  you  compel  me  to  choose 
between  my   love   and    my  inheritance,  I 
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choose  now  deliberately,  and  for  ever  to 
take  Dorcas  Finch  and  poverty.  Now, 
sir,  you  know  my  fixed,  unalterable  deter- 
mination. Thank  you  much  for  listening 
so  patiently  and  calmly  to  me.  I  only 
regret  that  I  am  obliged  to  run  counter  to 
your  wishes." 

Sir  William  loved  the  man  who  stood 
before  him, — had  always  loved  him, — but 
perhaps  never  so  much  as  now  when  he 
was  deciding  on  a  momentous  question  in 
open  defiance  to  his  own  wishes. 

Looking  on  the  fine  keen  face,  the  beau- 
tiful dark,  thoughtful  eye^  touched  with 
all  the  power  of  a  deep  emotion.  Sir  William 
knew  his  nephew  would  never  change,  and 
the  old  man  sighed  heavily,  and  for  some 
time  did  not  make  any  reply. 

At  length,  he  said,  "  Hubert,  as  the 
young  lady  has  rejected  you,  I  presume  for 
the  present  you  intend  to  take  no  further 
p  2 
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steps.  Will  you  promise  me  to  leave  the 
question  open,  say  for  another  year?" 

"I  cannot  promise,  sir." 

"You — you  intend  to  make  her  your 
wife  in  secret  ?  " 

"  I  shall  make  her  my  wife  the  instant 
I  have  won  her  consent." 

"  Hubert,  is  this  astounding  fact — I 
mean  the  rupture  of  your  engagement — 
know^n  at  Carstone  ?  " 

"No;  Edith  insisted  that  you  should 
know  the  truth,  but  her  father  and  brother 
and  others  there  are  ignorant." 

"  What !  does  Edith  for  your  sake  allow 
it  to  be  thought  intact  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  There  are  few  women  so  proud  as  she 
is,  and  yet  you  mean  to  say  she  is  so  for- 
giving, so  generous  to  you?  Hubert,  I 
do  not  envy  your  sensations.  I  do  trust 
though  that  you  have  not  been  so  unmanly 
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as  in  any  way  to  have  made  your  infatua- 
tion known — that  would  be  grossly  insult- 
ing to  Edith,  as  well  as  dishonourable." 

''  You  must  think  the  worst  of  me  as 
far  as  regards  my  treatment  of  Edith." 

"  Great  Heaven  !  that  you,  a  Maynard, 
should  confess  yourself  so  dishonoured !  " 

"  Your  words  are  very  hard,  sir  !  " 

"  Are  they  not  true  ?  I  tell  you,  you 
have  done  a  noble  woman  a  great  wrong. 
Are  you  blind  to  all  your  obligations  to 
her  ?  How  cruelly  you  are  behaving  in 
not  fulfilling  your  solemn  promise  !  " 

"It  is  not  as  you  think.  Edith  never 
loved  me  ;  she  is  glad  to  be  released  from 
our  abominable  contract." 

"  Whether  she  loved  you  or  not  is  not 
the  question.  I  have  your  letter,  in  which 
you  write  that  '  the  engagement  is  defi- 
nitely and  voluntarily  renewed  between 
you,  and   that  the  marriage  would   most 
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likelj  take  place  early  in  tlie  autumn.' 
Tliose  are  your  own  words.  Now  you  tell 
me  that  everything  is  at  an  end  between 
you  !  By  heaven  I  don't  understand  such 
strange  dealing !  It  seems  the  stranger  from 
you,  who  have  been  singularly  punctilious 
on  the  point  of  honour.  I  have  not  been 
blind  or  deaf,  and  I  know  that  in  one  in- 
stance in  your  life  you  resisted  a  powerful 
temptation  and  kept  yourself  stainless  in  a 
way  that  did  you  the  greatest  honour.  I 
can  only  ask  myself  with  astonishment  if 
you  are  the  same  man,  when  you  so  wilfully 
and  deliberately  insult  your  betrothed 
wife  ?  " 

"  I  meant  no  insult." 

"  No,  I  suppose  you  were  weak  and  fell 
under  the  power  of  beauty  and  fascination  ; 
but  that  does  not  excuse  your  fault  to 
Edith — you  have  absolutely  robbed  her  of 
her  inheritance  !     Why  have  you  not  loved 
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eacli  other?  Where  could  you  find  a 
nobler  woman  or  one  so  eminently  fitted 
to  be  your  wife  ?  Ah  !  how  often  lately  I 
have  pictured  her  here,  your  wife,  your 
helpmeet,  the  tender  mother  of  your  chil- 
dren, a  gracious,  commanding  woman 
who  possesses  qualities  a  hundred  times 
greater  than  mere  beauty— and  you  are 
blind  to  all  her  great  attractions." 

"  No,  she  is  everything  that  is  excellent, 
but  she  never  won  me  in  that  way." 

"  Then  you  are  determined  to  resist  me, 
— to  make  my  few  remaining  years  sadder 
than  need  be,  by  disappointment,"  said  the 
old  man  with  much  emotion. 

''  Sir,  consent  to  my  marriage,  I  entreat 
you.  Let  my  wife  minister  to  you  and 
cheer  you  with  her  affection.  Let  there 
be  no  occasion  for  any  deception,"  said 
Maynard  in  accents  of  most  touching 
entreaty. 
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*'  Hubert,  I  cannot  consent,  for  1  think 
my  consent  would  be  wrong,  and  I  should 
go  against  every  principle  of  my  life.  My 
heir  must  marry  his  equal  in  rank  and 
birth.     Mixed  marriages  are  fatal." 

''  There  we  must  agree  to  differ,  sir,  I 
am  afraid,"  said  Maynard,  who,  very  pale, 
held  out  his  hand  for  his  uncle's  with 
a  smile.  "  Anyhow,  thank  you  for  all 
your  goodness  and  generosity*  in  the  past. 
I  must  seem  awfully  ungrateful  to 
you,  but  it  is  not  that,"  he  continued 
hoarsely. 

"  You  will  think  better  of  it,"  said  the 
old  man  with  pathetic  entreaty,  as  he  held 
the  other's  hand  fast  in  his. 

"  Never;   I  shall  never  change." 

"  Nor  can  I,"  replied  the  other  solemnly. 

Presently  Maynard  said,  *'  Could  you  do 
something  for  Harry  Fleming,  sir  ?  He 
wants  to  go  into  the  army  by  examination ; 
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but,  you  see,  they  are  so  cramped  for 
money  they  can  hardly  afford  the  ex- 
pense of  sending  him  to  London  to  be  with 
a  coach  for  a  time." 

"  I  would  gladly  do  something  for  him, 
but  it's  a  very  delicate  matter.  I  am 
afraid  Edith  would  be  hurt ;  still,  I  don't 
know;  it  is  for  her  brother,  and  not  for 
herself.  I  will  consider  it,  Hubert,  and 
write  to  Edith." 

"  Thanks.  Harry  only  wants  some  de- 
finite employment  to  make  him  a  very  nice 
young  fellow." 

Just  then  a  servant  came  in  to  say  the 
dinner  would  be  served  in  half  an  hour,  if 
eight  o'clock  would  suit  Captain  Maynard. 
After  a  few  kind  words  the  two  men 
separated,  and  it  would  be  difficult  to  say 
which  was  the  more  unhappy. 

A  few  days  passed,  and  Sir  William  had 
learned  much  about  Harry,  and  no  longer 
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hesitated  to  write  immediately  to  Edith, 
after  Maynard's  visit  to  a  friend  in  Oxford- 
shire. 

"  Carrington  Park, 
''  July  2bth. 

"  My  deae  Edith, 

''  Hubert,  who  has  been  here  for  a 
few  days  and  left  yesterday,  told  me  that 
your  brother  Harry  is  very  desirous  of 
going  into  the  army.  It  strikes  me  that 
such  a  step  is  the  wisest  proceeding  for 
him;  and  really  now  our  Indian  affairs 
seem  so  unsatisfactory,  as  regards  the 
Afghan  question,  I  am  afraid  our  young 
soldiers  will  soon  find  employment.  So 
much  the  better  for  them  and  the  worse 
for  the  country  ! 

"  Under  the  old  purchase  system  I 
should  have  been  only  too  glad  to  pre- 
sent Harry  with  his  commission  in  a 
cavalry  regiment ;    now,   unhappily  from 
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the  new  regulation,  I  am  prevented  from 
so  doing.  But,  my  dear  Edith,  I  shall  be 
most  seriously  hurt  if  you  will  not  allow 
me  the  gratification  of  making  your 
brother's  career  my  future  care. 

"  I  know  since  that  iniquitous  bank 
swindle  your  father's  income  has  been  very 
restricted,  and  that  it  would  be  almost 
impossible  for  you  to  give  your  brother  an 
allowance  sufficient  for  his  station  when 
he  joins  his  regiment.  Now,  when  he  has 
passed,  I  will,  if  you  will  allow  me,  settle 
such  a  sum  upon  him  as  will  make  him 
quite  independent  of  his  father,  and  enable 
him  to  hold  his  own  amongst  his  fellow- 
officers.  Nothing  is  so  galling,  or  indeed 
so  hurtful,  to  a  young  man's  pride  as  to 
feel  himself  perpetually  at  low  water  as 
regards  money.  Of  course  I  hope  he  will 
be  wise  and  steady,  and  determined  to  win 
the  respect   and  good-will  of   his    senior 
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officers,  comrades,  and  raen.  Hubert,  who 
is    of    course   an   authority    on    all   these 

subjects,    suggests    Mr.    Smith,    of 

Street,  W.,  as  the  most  suitable  man  to 
coach  Harry,  as  he  has  a  good  reputation 
for  '  cramming,'  and  most  of  his  pupils 
pass  satisfactorily.  Smith  would  also 
recommend  quiet  and  comfortable  rooms 
for  your  brother  while  he  is  studying  in 
London.  I  thiuk  the  whole  system  of 
coaching  and  cramming  simply  detestable  ; 
but,  I  suppose,  we  must  follow  the  prevail- 
ing fashion,  bad  as  it  is. 

"And  now,  my  dear  Edith,  I  wish  I 
could  turn  to  the  second  subject  of  my 
letter  with  as  much  satisfaction  as  the 
first.  Hubert  has  told  me  some  astound- 
ing news.  I  can  say  with  perfect  truth 
that  seldom,  if  ever,  have  I  been  so  much 
pained  as  I  was  to  learn  that  the  engage- 
ment between  you  was  broken  off,  and  that, 
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to  a  certain  extent,  lie  had  bound  himself 
to  another  woman  !  You  know  what  all 
my  hopes  have  been  with  regard  to  your- 
self and  my  heir.  In  the  desolation  of 
my  life  I  have  ever  looked  forward  to  your 
coming  here,  as  my  daughter,  to  cheer  my 
last  days  with  your  love  and  sympathy. 
Now,  through  this  blind  young  man's  fault 
and  faithlessness,  I  have  lost  you,  and  my 
dearest  wishes  can  never  be  realized.  He 
has  told  me  everything.  His  only  excuse 
is,  that  you  were  equally  averse  to  tlie 
marriage,  and  that  being  so,  he  more  easily 
fell  into  temptation,  and  yielded,  almost 
from  the  first  day  of  meeting,  to  the  fas- 
cination of  the  young  lady  until  he  loved 
her.  I  don't  profess  to  understand  it. 
Angry  I  am  with  him;  but,  you  know, 
anger  cannot  change  a  deeply-planted 
affection.  I  have  refused  most  com- 
pletely to  sanction  the  marriage  with  Miss 
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Finch.  I  even  put  the  alternative  of  dis- 
inheritance before  him  if  he  disobeyed 
my  wishes  and  commands ;  but  without  a 
moment's  hesitation  he  chose  the  alterna- 
tive, and  argued  his  case,  and  pleaded  so 
manfully  and  truthfully  that  my  task  of 
refusal  was  hard  indeed.  And  yet  I  am 
right !  Such  marriages  are  the  greatest 
possible  mistakes.  Miss  Finch  herself  may 
be  everything  that  is  charming  in  a  woman, 
but  I  imagine  some  of  her  relatives  are 
quite  the  reverse.  The  idea  that  any 
underbred,  vulgar  persons  should  possess 
the  privilege  of  entering  this  sacred  home 
of  my  forefathers  is  most  abhorrent  to  me. 
At  present  the  matter  lies  thus  between 
us :  Hubert  has  promised  to  take  no  fur- 
ther steps  for  a  year.  That  he  may  be  out 
of  the  way  of  temptation,  I  have  proposed 
he  should  travel  for  that  or  a  longer  period ; 
m    short,    I  wish   him   to    go    round    the 


EICHER    THAN   WEALTH.  223 

world  ;  he  will  certainly  never  have  a  better 
opportunity;   and  he  has  agreed  to  start 
immediately  after  Yenetia  Stanley's  mar- 
riage   in    ISTovember.     Probably   had    my 
unwise,   eccentric  relative  made  no   such 
contract  as    to    the    inheritance    of    her 
wealth,  we   should  all  have  been    spared 
the  pain  of  broken  faith  and  broken  bonds. 
To  say  the  least,  it  is  a  most  vexatious  and 
annoying  truth,  that,   as  things  are,   her 
splendid   bequest    should   be   lost    to    our 
families.     Hubert  is  terribly  cut  up  for  his 
conduct  to  you ;  he  is    too  honourable   a 
man,  and  of  too  noble  a  disposition,  not  to 
feel  acutely  how  grievously  he  has  sinned 
against  you.     Let  me  beg  that  his  fault 
may  draw  me  to  you  in  greater  affection 
than  ever.     I  do  not  ask  you  to  come  here 
just  yet,  for  the  meeting  would  be  painful 
to  both  of  us,  and  I,  alas !  am  still  much  of 
an  invalid. 
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"  With  kindest  remembrances   to   your 
father  and  brother, 

''  I  am,  dear  Edith, 

*'  Yours  most  faithfully, 
"  William  Caeeington  Maynaed. 
"  P.S. — I  have  placed  300Z.  to  your  bro- 
ther's account  at  Messrs.  Drummond's,  my 
bankers." 
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CHAPTER  YIII. 

"  Kindness,  nobler  ever  than  revenge." 

As  You  Like  It,  Act  iv.  Sc.  3. 

"  Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge." 

Titus  Andronicus,  Act  i.  Sc.  1. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  Sir  William's 
kind  letter  and  most  tliouglitful  generosity 
tonclied  Editli  not  a  little.  Her  brother's 
career  was  now  assured  ;  it  only  depended 
on  his  own  mental  exertions  and  moral 
rectitude  to  be  a  gentleman  amongst  gen- 
tlemen. For  herself,  she  could  accept 
nothing  from  the  kind  old  man ;  but  she 
felt  she  had  no  right  to  prevent  her 
brother  from  benefiting  from  Sir  William's 
generosity.  And  then  another  thought 
comforted  her  much ;  Maynard  had  been 
VOL.  II.  q 
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manly  and  true  to  Dorcas,  even  with  the 
chance  of  disinheritance.  And  to  know 
that  this  arrangement  for  Harry  had 
originated  with  him,  made  her  feel  how 
true  was  his  desire  to  be  indeed  something 
of  a  brother  to  her.  After  all,  life  was  not 
so  hard,  she  murmured,  while  large  heavy 

tears    rolled    down    her    cheeks 

Two  days  previously  Edith  had  received 
Madame  Saroni's  answer,  which  was  favour- 
able as  far  as  concerned  all  preliminaries. 
Then  another  week  passed^  during  which 
Edith  corresponded  much  both  with  Sir 
William  and  Madame.  The  former  had  most 
kindly  relieved  her  from  all  trouble  respect- 
ing Harry's  arrangenients  in  London.  The 
old  gentleman  had  perhaps  found  some 
pleasant  excitement  in  directing  this  young 
man's  affairs,  and  he  was  especially  glad  to 
be  able  to  help  his  prime  favourite  Edith  as 
a   set-off  to  his  disappointment.     Edith's 
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letters  to  her  old  friend  may  be  imagined; 
suffice  it  to  say  they  cheered  and  grati- 
fied him.  Another  event  caused  Edith 
much  elation  of  spirit.  Mr.  Eingmer  had 
paid  the  1500/.  into  the  bank,  and  after 
clearing  off  all  those  troublesome  debts, 
which  had  long  been  an  incubus  to  her, 
she  found  herself  the  happy  possessor  of 
some  1100/.  Harry  was  in  the  seventh 
heaven  of  delight  at  his  happy  prospects. 
Indeed  the  young  fellow  appeared  to  be 
quite  changed;  he  was  no  longer  alter- 
nately listless  and  sullen,  but  bright  and 
prompt  in  his  bearing  and  movements ; 
poor  lad,  he  felt  he  had  at  last  a  chance, 
and  he  determined  Sir  William  should 
never  regret  his  kindness  to  him.  So,  just 
at  this  period,  things  at  the  Hall  were  in  a 
much  happier  state  than  formerly.  The 
old  squire  was  extremely  gratified  by  Sir 
William's  notice  of  his  son,  though  he  did 
Q  2 
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not  exactly  understand  why  any  sucli  gene- 
rosity was  necessary.  Sometimes,  indeed, 
he  asked  very  awkward  questions  about 
the  marriage,  and  sometimes  imagined 
Edith  was  even  then  Mrs.  Maynard.  This 
loss  of  memory  was  piteous  to  his  daugh- 
ter— this  gradual  decay  and  approach  of 
the  dark,  dark  days  of  noteless  old  age. 

The  morning  Edith  received  Sir  William's 
first  letter,  she  sent  a  message  for  Dorcas  to 
come  up  to  the  Hall,  feeling  that  the  latter 
ought  to  know  that  Maynard  had  bravely 
laid  the  whole  story  of  his  visit  to  Carstone 
and  its  momentous  results  before  his  uncle. 
She  wished  she  could  have  shown  the  letter 
itself,  but  that  was  impossible,  as  it  con- 
tained allusions  which  would  cause  Dorcas 
the  most  exquisite  pain. 

"  Is  it  bad  news  ?  "  asked  she  quickly, 
when  they  were  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room. 


RICHER    THAN    WEALTH.  229 

"  It  is  not  very  good,  dear,"  said  Edith 
gently. 

**  Then  Madame  Saroni  has  changed  her 
mind,  and  rejected  me  ?  " 

''  'No,  no ;  it  is  not  that.  I  have  had  a 
letter  from  Sir  "William  Maynard.  It  is  a 
very  kind  letter,  but — he  altogether  refuses 
his  consent  to  your  marriage  with  Captain 
Maynard." 

"Why  did  Captain  Maynard  ask  his 
uncle's  consent  when — when  I  have  re- 
jected him  ?  It  was  not  right,"  she  said 
haughtily — passionately — and  the  eloquent 
blood  dyed  her  face  scarlet.  Edith  thought 
that  if  Sir  "William  could  have  seen  her  at 
that  moment  his  prejudices  would  have 
melted  into  admiration. 

''  You  will  not  always  reject  him." 

"  You  know  I  must.  I  have  parted  from 
him.  I  want  to  seo  him  no  more.  Why 
will  he  not  leave  me  in  peace  ?     Though  I 
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am  not  his  equal  in  rank,  I — have  some 
pride.  He  shall  not  ruin  himself  for  my 
sake." 

''  Your  love  will  compel  you  to  listen  to 
him  by-and-by." 

'^  Do  not  speak  of  my  love ;  you  know 
there  can  be  no  question  of  that." 

"  Dorcas,  listen.  He  has  told  his  uncle 
everything,  and  he  has  chosen  you  in  pre- 
ference to  his  inheritance.  Surely  you  are 
proud  of  having  won  such  an  unselfish 
love." 

'^  But  I  have  refused  him.  Sir  William 
must  be  told.  There  must  be  no  such 
sacrifice.  Oh,  why  did  I  ever  meet  him,  if 
this  is  to  be  the  end  !  " 

And  she  clasped  her  hands  in  that 
tragic  way  of  hers  which  came  uncon- 
sciously when  she  was  much  moved. 

''  If  I  was  blind  and  infatuated  a  few 
weeks  ago,  I  know  perfectly  well  now  what 
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I  ought  to  do;  since  he  left  me,  I  have 
learned  where  my  duty  lies.  Oh,  Edith, 
keep  me  in  it.  Hold  out  no  possible  hope 
of — of  that  kind  for  the  future.  And  you 
will — you  must  write  at  once  to  Sir  William 
Maynard,  and  tell  him  I  have  parted  for 
ever  from  his  nephew." 

*'  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  that  true, 
Dorcas.  I  am  perplexed  myself ;  but, 
dear  one,  your  lover's  happiness  must  be 
consulted  as  well  as  his  uncle's  wishes. 
We  must  trust  that  Sir  William  will  re- 
lent," and  then  Edith  kissed  her  affec- 
tionately, and  gently  told  the  story  of  the 
letter. 

*'  So  you  see,  dear,  that  the  matter  is  to 
rest  as  it  is  for  more  than  a  year.  But  you 
must  also  see  that  Captain  Maynard  re- 
gards you  as  his  betrothed  wife." 

"  No,  no ;  there  is  nothing — no  tie  be- 
tween us." 
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"  Dear  Dorcas,  lie  considers  himself 
bound  to  jou." 

*'  But  lie  is  not ;  he  is  free  to  woo  or 
wed  any  other  woman"." 

"  You  wrong  him  if  you  think  he  will 
ever  change.  Treasure  his  love ;  it  must 
be  loyal  now  he  has  put  it  to  so  severe  a 
test." 

*'  Treasure  his  love  ?  Don't  you  know 
how  I  would,  if  T  might  ?" 

'*  But  you  may  now;  his  own  act  of  con- 
fiding in  his  uncle,  and  honestly  stating  his 
determination  to  act  in  defiance  of  Lis 
uncle's  commands,  certainly  changes  the 
situation." 

**  But  I  cannot  accept  the  sacrifice.  I 
know  all  Sir  William  says  in  his  letter. 
Don't  think  I  blame  him ;  he  knows  how 
very  unsuitable  such  a  marriage  would  be 
for  his  nephew  in — in  some  ways,  though 
I  feel  I  could  make  Captain  Maynard  hap- 
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pier  tlian  any  other  woman,"  she  said 
proudly,  and  blushing  deeply  ;  *'  there  are 
other  considerations,  which  I  need  not 
mention,  but  which  you  perfectly  under- 
stand. It  was  right  he  should  tell  his 
uncle  everything;  but  it  was  ungenerous 
to  let  Sir  William  infer  that  I — that  my  re- 
jection was  not  absolute.  Edith,  you  will 
write  to-night,  won't  you,  and  tell  Sir 
William  my  own  Avords  ?  There  must  be 
no  further  misapprehension.  I  will  make 
no  promises  for  the  future,  lest  I  should  be 
tempted  to  break  them ;  but  as  far  as  a 
woman  can  resist  a  man  whom  she  loves,  I 
will  resist  Captain  Maynard's  pleadings  for 
a  private  marriage.  At  any  rate,  I  am  free 
for  a  year,  and  I  have  the  prospect  of  con- 
genial work ;  and  you — you  will  help  me, 
won't  you  ?  I  know  I  am  right  in  rejecting 
him.  Suppose  I  yielded  to  his  wishes,  and 
suppose  for  my  sake  he  lost  all ;  what  love 
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could  hold  out  against  such  a  terrible 
sacrifice  ?  Poverty  for  him  would  be  im- 
possible. It  would  be  absolute  misery.  The 
very  thought  of  such  a  marriage  is  mad- 
ness. Other  men  and  women  have  been 
obliged  to  part,  and  have  survived  their 
parting;  and  so  must  we,"  she  said  with  a 
smile,  though  there  was  a  little  quiver  of 
that  beautiful  lower  lip  of  hers. 

''  Perhaps  you  are  right,  but  I  am  by  no 
means  sure.  Anyhow,  the  matter  is  to  be 
quiescent  for  the  present.  Much  may 
occur  during  the  time  of  probation." 

"  Yes.  I  mean,  if  Madame  Saroni  will  ac- 
cept me,  to  work  harder  than  I  have  ever 
done  before,  and  then  I  may  succeed.  Oh  ! 
how  delightful  that  would  be.  And  now 
let  this  subject  drop  between  us,  dear 
Edith.  I  wonder  if  I  shall  ever  be  able  to 
repay  you." 

Edith  had  declined  Lady  Charles  Stan- 
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ley's  invitation,  as  she  and  Dorcas  were 
merely  going  to  town  for  the  day ;  and 
Edith,  moreover,  by  no  means  wished  to 
meet  the  lively  and  critical  Venetia  at  pre- 
sent. A  journey  to  London  was  somewhat 
of  an  event  to  these  quiet  country  people, 
and  they  each  felt  that  this  was  no 
ordinary  one,  when  so  much  depended  on 
the  interview  with  Madame  Saroni.  Early 
in  the  morning  Edith  was  at  the  gate  lead- 
ing to  the  farm,  and  there  a  minute  after- 
wards was  Dorcas,  looking  too  fresh  and 
exquisite  a  flower  to  bloom  in  hot,  dusty 
London.  Walter,  the  garden-boy,  had  long- 
been  despatched  to  Exton,  to  bring  back 
the  pony  and  chaise,  as  Edith  had  deter- 
mined to  hire  a  fly  to  bring  them  home  at 
night.  The  drive  in  the  early  morning  was 
by  no  means  sad.  Dorcas  was  in  a  satirical 
mood,  and  made  Edith  laugh  occasionally 
as  they  drove  along. 
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"  Shall  we  go  '  second  '  ?  "  said  Edith— 
ever  economical — as  she  was  going  to  take 
their  tickets  to  London  by  the  express 
through  from  Eastminster. 

"  Why  do  you  ask  me  ?  My  dear  Edith, 
jou  ought  to  know  I  am  second  class. 
Does  not  Mrs.  Anstey  always  say  so  ?  " 

"  Nonsense,  Dorcas  !  We'll  go  '  first '  if 
you  wish." 

''Pray  forgive  my  jesting.  Two  such 
nice-looking  ladies  might  go  '  third,'  and  so 
make  the  third  class  most  distinguished." 

"  You  must  keep  your  veil  down,  you 
know,  Dorcas,"  said  Edith  rather  du- 
biously. 

*'  Not  in  the  carriage  ;  I  stipulate  for 
that.  I  can't  be  suffocated  for  the  sake  of 
the  proprieties." 

Edith's  economy  saved  them  from  what 
might  have  been  a  very  painful  meeting ; 
for  when  they  were  waiting  at  the  B  our  ton 


EICHER   THAN    WEALTH.  237 

junction  (where  trains  from  all  directions 
were  rushing  in)  for  the  express  to  which 
their  carriage  would  be  attached,  Dorcas, 
who  was  looking  out  on  the  platform,  and 
watching  the  hurrying  crowd  of  passengers, 
suddenly  saw  Captain  Maynard  close  to 
the  door  of  the  carriage.  Our  travellers 
were  at  the  opposite  end,  or  he  must  have 
observed  them.  As  it  was,  he  stood  half- 
turned  away,  chatting  with  a  lively  young 
fellow,  who  was  smoking.  The  well-known 
voice  roused  Edith  from  a  reverie  into 
which  she  had  fallen.  A  momentary  glance 
sufficed  for  Dorcas,  who,  meeting  an  ex- 
pressive look  from  Edith,  resolutely  turned 
away,  and  stared  at  the  interesting  and 
novel  spectacle  of  an  empty  train  near  by. 
The  unconscious  Maynard  was  answering 
his  lively  friend  in  monosyllables.  Edith 
in  her  far  corner  felt  perfectly  safe,  and 
watched  her  quondam  suitor  with  a  strange 
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interest.  All !  liow  changed  he  was. 
Where  was  now  his  proud,  bright  man- 
hood ?  The  haggard,  worn  man  bore  indeed 
sufficient  evidence  of  his  great  trouble. 
But  no  trouble,  no  suffering,  could  ever 
lessen  the  nobility  of  his  expression,  or  the 
dignity  of  his  mien,  thought  she.  She  saw, 
while  he  was  talking,  that  his  thoughts 
were  far  away,  probably  with  Dorcas. 
What  would  he  say  if  he  knew  Dorcas  was 
within  a  few  feet  of  him  ?  Then  she 
glanced  at  her  charge,  and  was  alarmed  by 
her  pallor,  and  the  strained  look  of  anxiety 
in  her  averted  eyes ;  her  satire  and  gaiety 
were  gone.  Edith  was  touched,  as  only 
the  noble  can  be  touched,  by  the  suffering 
of  these  two.  Yes,  they  had  done  wrong, 
but  surely  they  were  heavily  punished. 

There  were  four  other  people  in  the  car- 
riage besides  themselves,  so  all  conversa- 
tion was  precluded  until  the  train  started. 
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Thej  were  both  veiled,  and  Dorcas  thickly ; 
but  if  Maynard  turned  his  head,  and  looked 
in,  he  would  surely  recognize  that  graceful 
well-known  form  and  averted  face. 

At  length  the  time  was  up  ;  he  shook 
hands  with  his  friend,  and  got  into  the 
next  carriage,  and  the  train  went  off, 
to  the  great  contentment  and  relief  of 
two  of  its  passengers. 

''  That  gentleman  who  stood  just  by  the 
door  was  Captain  Maynard,  Sir  William 
Maynard's  heir,"  said  one  of  their  com- 
panions to  a  lady,  apparently  his  wife. 

''  Was  it  ?  I  am  sure  he  looks  dread- 
fully ill,  poor  fellow." 

''  Ay,  he  don't  look  very  jolly,  though 
no  man  has  greater  cause  to  be  so." 

And  then  followed  a  long  history  of  the 
Maynard  family,  the  proposed  marriage, 
and  many  other  details  which  made  th^ 
conversation    sufficiently    disagreeable   to 
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Edith.  But  at  length  the  gossip  became 
so  absurd  that  Dorcas,  who  felt  a  little 
hysterical,  was  obliged  to  laugh,  after  a 
merry  glance  at  Edith,  who  was  the  pic- 
ture of  dignified  displeasure. 

However,  in  time  the  good  man  had 
exhausted  all  his  stock  of  ridiculous 
stories,  and  turned  to  subjects  of  no 
interest  to  our  travellers,  while  the  train 
sped  on  its  w^ay  with  its  usual  velocity. 
As  they  neared  London,  Edith  said  a  few 
words  in  a  low  tone  to  Dorcas. 

This  meeting  with  Maynard  was  cer- 
tainly very  unfortunate ;  she  saw  Dorcas 
was  much  disturbed,  and  that  her  thoughts 
were  again  dwelling  on  the  unhappy, 
eventful  past. 

When  the  train  at  length  drew  up  at  the 
long  platform,  they  allowed  their  fellow- 
travellers  to  precede  them,  and  waited 
until   they   thought   Maynard   was   gone. 
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Then  descending,  they  made  their  way 
to  the  cabs,  and  just  when  Edith  was 
congratulating  herself  that  they  were  safe, 
there  he  was  straight  before  them,  fol- 
lowed by  a  porter  with  his  luggage.  In  a 
moment  he  recognized  those  two  veiled 
ladies.  Raising  his  hat,  he  bowed  in 
silence  and  passed  on,  ashy  white. 

Not  until  they  were  in  a  four-wheeler 
did  Edith  speak. 

''  How  unfortunate  we  should  meet 
him !  It  is  impossible  for  you  to  go  to 
Madame  Saroni's  like  this,  Dorcas.  Why, 
child,  how  you  are  trembling !  Some 
lunch  will  set  you  all  right ;  we  will 
stop  at  a  confectioner's  and  the  cab  can 
wait." 

*'  Edith,  how  terribly  ill  and  unhappy 
he  looked,  and  I — am  the  cause  of  it  all." 

"  Come,  dear,  this  sort  of  thing  won't 
do,  you  know.     You  won't  have  any  voice 
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if  you  get  hysterical.  Come,  surely  you 
won't  disappoint  me,  Dorcas,"  said  poor 
Edith,  shocked  and  almost  in  despair 
when  she  saw  the  intense  sadness  of  the 
other's  face. 

''  I  will  do  my  best  for  your  sake,  but  I 
am  afraid  I  shall  completely  break  down. 
Oh,  that  I  should  be  so  stupid  now !  The 
trial  will  be  a  failure  altogether.  I  feel  as 
if  I  could  not  breathe,  much  less  sing." 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear,  you  must  sing  and 
be  successful." 

About  three  quarters  of  an  hour  later 
they  were  standing  at  the  door  of  a  large 
roomy  house,  in  one  of  those  great  squares 
which  many  years  ago  had  been  the  centres 
of  fashionable  society. 

"  Now,  Dorcas,  courage  !  "  said  Edith, 
with  a  smile,  to  her  companion,  who  an- 
swered by  a  fervent  pressure  of  her  hand. 

Presently    they   were    in    a    capacious 
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drawing-room,  pleasant,  and  home-like, 
and  deliciously  sweet  with  fresh  flowers. 
Almost  immediately  a  stout,  fair,  hand- 
some, and  most  motherly-looking  lady 
entered;  and  her  kind  looks  and  genial 
welcome  at  once  reassured  the  pale 
Dorcas,  who  had  removed  hor  veil  and 
stood  before  Madame  Saroni  in  all  her 
delicate  beauty. 

*'  Miss  Fleming,  I  am  very  glad  to  meet 
you  personally,  at  last,  after  our  corre- 
spondence ;  and  this  young  lady,  then,  is 
Miss  Finch,  and,  as  I  hope,  my  future  pupil," 
said  Madame,  perusing  the  lovely  face 
opposite  to  her  with  surprised  interest. 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  she,  still  holding 
Dorcas's  hand,  "  that  the  journey  has 
rather  tired  you,  and  the  idea  of  the 
coming  ordeal  is  very  formidable.  Isn't  it, 
my  dear  young  lady  ?  " — smiling  so  plea- 
santly, that  Dorcas  was  obliged  to  smile 
li  2 
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too.  "  Now  I  daresay  you  remember 
wliafc  a  great  actor  once  said  to  a  young 
actress,  who  was  dreading  her  debut  : 
'  Don't  mind  them,  the  audience,  any  more 
than  if  they  were  so  many  rows  of  cab- 
bages.' So  you  must  sing  presently  just 
as  you  would  at  home.  Don't  think  about 
any  disagreeable  people  listening  to  you. 
You  have  brought  some  of  your  songs,  I 
see ;  that  is  well.  Would  you  not  feel 
more  at  ease  without  your  bonnet  ?  Ah,  I 
thought  so.  I  am  very  sorry  I  must 
hurry  you  a  little,  for  another  engage- 
ment claims  me  unexpectedly,  and  I  must 
leave  you  rather  earlier  than  I  wished. 
Now,  shall  we  go  to  the  music-room?" 
said  the  genial  lady,  with  the  air  of  one 
to  whom  this  trial,  so  momentous  to  poor 
Dorcas,  was  but  an  every-day  occurrence. 
Madame  merely  opened  a  door,  and  they 
passed  into  a  fine  room,  almost  destitute 
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of  furniture,    but    wliere    a   grand   piano 
looked  in  its  proper  place. 

'*  Do  you  play  your  accompaniments 
yourself?  "  asked  Madame  with  a  smile. 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  you  will  like  the  piano." 

And  Dorcas,  with  a  beating  heart,  sat 
down  and  prepared  for  the  grand  start, 
knowing  it  was  a  mere  pretence  for  her  to 
try.  Sing  !  how  could  she  sing,  when  she 
could  neither  see  a  note  of  the  music  before 
her,  nor  remember  the  accompaniment? 
All  she  saw  and  remembered  were  May- 
nard's  dark,  sad,  reproachful  eyes,  and  set 
stern  face,  which  somehow  were  between 
her  and  the  music.  If  possible,  Edith 
was  scarcely  less  nervous,  though  from  a 
different  cause.  To  her  it  seemed  strange 
that  Dorcas,  who  was  usually  so  perfectly 
at  home  in  playing  and  singing,  should 
now    strike    chords   with   so   uncertain  a 


246  RICHER   THAN   WEALTH. 

touch,  that  a  listener  would  infer  she  was  a 
mere  pretender.  Edith  observed  the  draw- 
ing-room door  open  :  looking  a  little  more 
round  she  saw  three  or  four  gentlemen 
standing  where  they  could  hear  the  young 
singer  perfectly  without  being  seen  by  her. 
One  of  them,  catching  Edith's  eye,  smiled 
comically,  while  he  put  his  finger  to  his 
lip.  At  that  moment  the  sweet,  pure  voice 
rose  uncertain  and  tremulous.  It  appeared 
to  Edith  that  she  had  never  heard  Dorcas 
sing  so  badly,  as  far  as  correctness  went. 
The  time  was  wrong,  indeed  all  seemed 
wrong.  Evidently  Dorcas  knew  it,  for  she 
sprang  up  from  the  piano. 

''Madame,  I  cannot  sing  now.  I — " 
then  she  burst  into  a  passion  of  sobs. 
At  this  juncture  the  door  leading  into  the 
drawing-room  was  discreetly  closed. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  you  are  too 
anxious.     Pray  don't  be   discouraged. 
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feel  convinced  you  can  sing;  I  will  play 
for  you  presently,  when  you  are  better.'* 

Edith  had  instantly  gone  to  the  dis- 
tressed girl,  who  had  broken  down,  she 
knew,  through  that  unfortunate  meeting 
with  Maynard. 

''  You  will  be  better  presently,  my  dar- 
ling," she  whispered.  ''  Remember  all 
your  hopes,  dear,  for  the  future;  be 
brave." 

At  this  moment  Madame  returned  with 
a  glass  of  sherry. 

''  Here,  Miss  Finch,  let  me  prescribe 
for  you.  You  are  too  anxious,  my  dear 
young  lady.  You  have  forgotten  about 
the  rows  of  cabbages." 

Dorcas  made  an  effort,  and  soon  re- 
gained her  calmness,  while  Madame  chatted 
on  about  a  number  of  things  to  her  and 
to  Edith,  until  the  wise  lady  knew  Dorcas 
was  sufficiently  recovered  to  recommence. 
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But  this  time  Madame  seated  herself  at 
the  piano,  and,  putting  on  her  spectacles, 
began  to  play  the  accompaniment  of  another 
song.  With  a  true  artist's  perception  she 
so  played  that  she  encouraged  the  singer, 
and  the  result  was  that  Dorcas  at  length 
gave  freedom  to  her  beautiful,  passionate, 
delicate  voice,  and  forgot  she  was  on  trial. 
Madame  Saroni  took  her  through  the  same 
song  again,  and  at  the  end  she  said,  looking 
up  over  her  spectacles  with  very  well- 
satisfied  eyes, — 

"  You  don't  feel  as  if  you  couldn't  sing 
now,  eh,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  replied,  smiling  and  blushing. 

"Well,  now,  sing  something  by  your- 
self." 

Presently  Dorcas  broke  out  into  a  pretty 
French  chanson,  and  Madame  was  again 
by  Edith. 

'^  Your  friend  is  wonderfully  fascinating 
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and  beautiful,  but  very  delicate,  I  fear, 
Miss  Fleming." 

"  Do  you  think,  tben,  she —  ?  " 

/'It  depends  altogether  on  her  health. 
Her  voice  is  almost  perfect  in  expression 
and  tenderness,  but  weak." 

"  It  will  get  stronger.  She  is  not  well 
now.  You  will  not  reject  her?"  pleaded 
Edith. 

"  If  I  reject  her,  it  will  be  for  her  own 
sake.  But  pray  understand  that  I  would 
far  more  willingly  keep  such  an  interesting 
and  lovely  girl  as  my  pupil." 

''  Then  do  keep  her." 

Just  then  the  song  was  finished,  and, 
warmly  applauding,  the  audience  from 
the  next  room  came  in,  and  were  duly 
introduced. 

*'  Now,  mademoiselle,"  said  a  very  stout, 
dark  gentleman,  "I  should  Hke  you  to  sing 
to  my  accompaniment,  and  I  will  choose 
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the  song.  I  want  to  hear  a  little  more  of 
the  compass  of  your  voice.  You  know 
this  duet  ?  if  so,  we  will  sing  it." 

Dorcas  realized  more  than  ever  how 
much  depended  on  this  hour ;  but  the  ice 
was  broken,  and  at  length  she  did  herself 
justice.  Her  accompanist  did  not  spare 
her ;  he  took  her  up  and  down  the  piano 
in  grand  style  after  the  duet  was  over, 
and  then  proposed  a  still  more  beautiful 
and  diflScult  duet  from  a  favourite  opera. 
Her  pure  Italian,  and  her  fine  render- 
ing of  the  impassioned  music,  surprised 
and  delighted  the  gifted  signor ;  he  mut- 
tered an  enthusiastic  aside  to  Madame 
Saroni;  and  before  the  last  notes  died 
away,  Dorcas  knew  the  contest  was  won. 
As  she  listened  to  the  kind  speeches  of 
approval  and  encouragement,  it  seemed  to 
her  that  she  had  heard  them  all  before 
somewhere  in  a  dream.     The  preliminaries 
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were  soon  settled,  and  Dorcas  was  taken  to 
see  tlie  room  which  would  be  hers  when 
she  came  up  on  the  2nd  of  September. 

Madame  was  charmed,  but  still  rather 
doubtful  on  the  score  of  her  new  pupil's 
health,  though  her  husband  and  the  other 
gentlemen  pooh-poohed  her  anxiety.  She 
insisted,  however,  that  Dorcas  should  have 
a  month  at  some  bracing  watering-place 
before  she  entered  on  her  work. 

''  Oh,  Dorcas,  how  dehghted  I  am  !  "  said 
Edith,  when  they  were  once  more  in  the 
square ;  "  but,  you  know,  I  feared  at  first 
you  would  never  shake  off  your  nervous- 
ness. However,  it's  all  right  now.  Where 
shall  we  go  ?  It's  only  five  o'clock,  and 
our  train  does  not  leave  until  seven. 
Would  you  like  to  see  the  crush  at  Hyde 
Park  Corner?  We  both  look  very  pre- 
sentable, though  it  is  not  very  likely  that 
we  shall  meet  any  one  we  know." 
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A  cab  took  them  rapidly  to  near  tlie 
entrance,  and  tliej  passed  in  amongst  tlie 
gay  crowd,  all  making  for  tlie  long  pro- 
menade by  the  railings.  Once  there  they 
looked  with  interest  on  the  fashionable 
and  unfashionable  multitude. 

"  This  reminds  me  a  little  of  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne  on  Sunday,"  observed  Dorcas. 

"  Ah,  yes,"  said  Edith  absently,  as  she 
thought  with  a  quick  realization,  that  had 
the  Fates  been  propitious  she  would  have 
been  one  with  those  beautifully-dressed 
ladies,  who  kept  slowly  passing  in  their 
perfectly-appointed  carriages. 

Did  she  really  care  for  the  possession  of 
mere  wealth,  mere  position  ?  she  asked  her- 
self with  scorn,  when  she  found  herself 
almost  envying  the  picture  of  soft,  refined 
luxury  before  her.  But  was  not  wealth 
power  ?  and  was  not  power  the  most  de- 
lightful possession  to  a  proud,  ambitious 
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woman,  who  was  conscious  slie  miglit  have 
shone  in  the  greater  freedom  of  tbe  life 
originally  destined  for  her  ? 

For  the  moment  Dorcas  was  forgotten. 

Suddenly  she  remembered  that  by-and- 
by  her  silent,  preoccupied  companion  would 
be,  must  be,  one  of  the  loveliest  and  most 
fascinating  women  in  the  most  exclusive 
society  in  the  world. 

That  she  would  marry  Hubert  Maynard, 
and  that  Sir  William  would  forgive  them, 
she  felt  assured.  But  of  that  assurance  of 
his  forgiveness  she  felt  she  had  no  autho- 
rity to  tell  Dorcas.  The  kind  baronet  had 
done  everything  he  could  to  prevent  the 
marriage,  and  had  therefore  saved  his 
dignity  if  his  love  for  his  nephew  should 
compel  him  to  forgive  him  in  the  future. 

They  were  standing  in  the  thick  crowd 
by  the  railings.  Presently  there  was  a 
little  stir,  and  the  fair  Princess  with  her 
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daughters  drove  rapidly  by  amid  the 
homage  of  the  admiring,  respectful  multi- 
tude. Other  carriages  passed  and  re- 
passed, and  our  country  visitors  scanned 
their  occupants,  but  saw  no  face  they 
recognized.  At  length  some  one  said  just 
by  them, — 

"Here's  Miss  Stanley  at  last." 

''  Look,  Dorcas,  it  is  Yenetia,"  said 
Edith  quickly,  as  the  very  plain  dark- 
blue  landau  with  its  well-matched  horses 
approached. 

Yes,  it  was  the  beautiful  Yenetia,  who 
looked  a  little  pale  and  languid,  as,  sitting 
by  her  mother's  side,  she  made  an  almost 
royal  progress. 

A  little  before  approaching  our  friends 
the  carriage  stopped,  and  a  tall  man  left  the 
crowd  and  stood  for  some  minutes  chatting 
to  these  distinguished  ladies.  Yenetia's 
proud   dark  eyes   seemed  to  awake  from 
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their  languor ;  a  smile  crept  to  her  lips, 
and  she  looked  very  charming. 

"  It  is  Lord  Wandsworth  who  is  talking 
to  her.  Is  she  not  beautiful,  Dorcas  ? " 
whispered  Edith. 

"  She  is  indeed  lovely,"  replied  Dorcas, 
much  interested. 

Presently  the  carriage  passed  on,  and 
Miss  Stanley  did  not  observe  the  two  ladies 
who  were  so  rapturously  admiring  her. 
Had  she  known  that  Edith — the  Edith 
whom  she  so  loved  and  reverenced — was 
close  to  her,  she  would  have  almost  sprung 
from  the  carriage  and  embraced  her. 

Fortunately  she  was  all  unconscious, 
and  her  dignity  was  not  imperilled  by  any 
outburst  of  enthusiasm. 

Compared  with  Yenetia  our  friends 
thought  nearly  all  the  people  who  followed 
remarkably  common-place,  if  not  vulgar. 
Presently  they  walked  slowly  on  by  the 
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Serpentine,  and,  avoiding  tlie  crowd,  strolled 
under  tlie  trees  in  tlie  heated  air.  What  a 
Vanity  Fair  it  all  was  !  though  pleasant 
enough  to  those  who  were  young  and  free 
from  harassing  cares.  They  found  a  seat 
at  last  on  which  they  could  rest,  and 
chatted  about  all  the  brilliant  prospects 
which  the  future  seemed  to  hold  forth, 
until  it  was  time  to  leave  the  gay  scene 
and  seek  the  station  for  their  return  home, 
where  they  arrived  late,  but  in  a  very 
happy  and  thankful  state  of  mind. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  Let  me  embrace  these  sour  adversities, 
For  wise  men  say  it  is  the  wisest  course." 

Henry  VI.,  Act  iii.  Sc.  1. 

"  A  woman's  thought  runs  before  her  actions." 
As  You  Like  It,  Act  iv.  Sc.  1 . 

"  Woe,  that  too  late  repents." 

King  Lear,  Act  i.  Sc.  4. 

Reuben,  with  all  liis  manly  love  and  com- 
passion for  Dorcas,  felt  a  great  delicacy 
and  reluctance  about  meeting  her  after  he 
had  witnessed  her  passionate  farewell  to 
Captain  Maynard.  Now  that  she  appeared 
to  have  passed  for  ever  from  him — now 
there  was  no  hope  for  him  in  the  future 
— he  realized  the  anguish  which  accom- 
panies the  hopeless  attachment  of  a  strong, 
brave  man.     Under  these  circumstances  he 

VOL.    II.  s 
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abruptly  left  home  for  a  week  or  two, 
leaving  his  mother  and  sister  in  possession. 
Indeed  his  home  had  suddenly  grown  dis- 
tasteful as  well  as  other  things  in  which  he 
used  to  delight.  Until  he  had  lost  her,  he 
had  never  so  completely  realized  that  Dorcas 
had  been  the  grand  mainspring  of  all  the 
desires  and  actions  of  his  life.  He  felt  that 
time  would  dull  the  keenness  of  this  disap- 
pointment, but  that  he  should  never  take  the 
same  delight  in  his  farm,  in  his  house,  or 
feel  again  the  proud  ambition  to  rise  to  a 
higher  position,  and  to  be  her  equal  in 
education  and  culture.  Books  were  the 
friends  that  never  changed,  he  thought 
bitterly.  He  had  a  presentiment  that  she 
might  even  yet  need  a  stx^ong,  true  friend ; 
— that  friend  should  be  himself.  His  mother 
was  sorely  grieved  at  the  turn  events  had 
taken. 

Edith's   strong  championship  had  done 
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much  to  suppress  tlie  scandal  which  still 
hovered  over  Dorcas ;  her  detractors  blew 
the  flame  and  kept  it  faintly  alive. 

For  a  fortnight  Eeuben  was  away,  hug- 
ging his  sorrows  to  his  bosom,  after  which 
he  returned  home,  a  stern,  silent  man,  and 
fell  back  into  his  usual  orderly  methodical 
habits.  The  sense  of  duty  made  him  dili- 
gent, though  he  had  no  relish  for  his  work, 
performing  it  in  a  half-hearted,  perfunc- 
tory way.  His  men  found  him  harder 
and  stricter  than  ever.  One  happening 
to  rebel  and  be  insolent  was  summarily 
discharged  on  the  spot. 

The  weather  had  again  improved  and 
the  wheat  looked  promising,  but  Eeuben 
walked  moodily  over  his  fields,  feeling  that 
the  life  which  had  fallen  to  him  was  in- 
tolerable. It  was  too  easy,  too  pastoral  now. 
He  wanted  action  to  stir  his  blood  and  fill 
his  brain  with  enterprise,  and  difficulties 
s  2 
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to  overcome  greater  tlian  those  which 
arose  in  this  every-day,  sleepy,  rural  life. 

When  his  mother  and  sisters  had  re- 
turned to  their  homes,  and  he  was  again 
alone,  he  rode  over  to  the  farm  one  even- 
ing. It  happened  to  be  the  day  when 
Dorcas  had  gone  to  London  with  Edith. 
He  was  both  relieved  and  disappointed  to 
find  her  absent,  and  was  not  a  little 
astonished  at  the  yeoman's  good  news  of 
his  daughter's  prospects  of  success. 

"  Well,  Miss  Edith  has  managed  it  all, 
so  it  can't  be  wrong,  Reuben." 

**  Wrong  !  why,  it's  the  very  best  thing 
that  can  happen  to  Dorcas.  With  her 
beautiful  voice  she's  sure  to  be  success- 
ful, and  there's  a  position  just  suited  to 
her." 

Then  there  was  a  long  pause ;  the  yeo- 
man continued  meditatively  smoking  his 
long   *'  churchwarden,"    and   Reuben  had 
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anotlier  to  keep  him  company.  Mrs.  Fincli 
liad  gone  down  to  the  village  to  execute 
some  little  commissions  in  the  cool  of  the 
evening. 

"  Reuben,  you  have  heard  what  they  say 
about  Dorcas  ?  " 

"  I  have  heard  some  scandalous  lies,  sir. 

"  Ay,  they  are  lies — cursed  lies  ;  but,  oh, 
Reuben,  they  have  a  foundation  of  truth  in 
them,"  he  whispered. 

"  Yes,  T  know,  sir ;  but  that  is  all  over 
now." 

''  Eh,  you  think  so  ?  You'll  still  be  her 
friend,  Reuben  ?  "  he  said  hardly  above  a 
whisper.  "lam  feared  she'll  want  your 
kindness  more  than  ever  now,  for,  oh, 
Reuben,  she  loves  that  villain." 

"  If  possible  I  am  more  her  friend  than 
ever.  I'll  watch  over  her  as  if  she  were 
my  sister,"  he  said,  grasping  the  old  man's 
hand. 
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"  Ay,  'tis  like  you — 'tis  like  you.  But, 
Reuben,  do  you  tliink  she'll  be  safe  in 
London  ?  Won't  lie  meet  ber  and  tempt 
ber  again  ? — ratber  tban  tbat  I'd  see  ber 
dead." 

"  He  is  not  a  villain,  Mr.  Fincb.  He 
loves  ber  bonourably.  I  am  sure  be  will 
never  tempt  ber  to  wrong.  Besides, 
really,  sir,  you  sbould  not  bave  so  poor  an 
opinion  of  Dorcas." 

"  I  bad  tbe  bigbest  opinion  of  ber, 
Reuben,  two  montbs  agone.  Eb,  but  bow 
I  liked  tbat  man  !  Witb  all  bis  pleasant 
ways  and  noble  looks,  and  always  talking 
to  me  as  respectful  as  if  I  was  tbe  Duke, 
and  all  tbe  time  be  was  carrying  on  witb 
Dorcas  so  deceitful  behind  my  back !  I 
am  feared,  if  I  meet  bim,  I'll  do  bim  a 
mischief  yet." 

"  Don't  be  too  bard  on  bim,  sir ;  you 
may  depend  upon  it  he's  unhappy  enough." 
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'*And  so  he  ouglit  to  be;  so  he  ought  to  be. 
My  lad,  ye'll  understand  what  a  bitter  blow 
all  this  has  been  to  me.  I  felt  like  to  lose 
my  reason.  I  think  I  should  ha'  pretty 
nigh  killed  him  if  I  had  seen  him  then !  ' ' 

''  You  must  thank  God  you  did  not  meet 
him,  Mr.  Finch.  After  all,  it  is  not  a 
deadly  sin  for  a  gentleman  to  fall  in  love 
with  a  beautiful  girl,  and  he  was  always 
a  gentleman  with  Dorcas.  Of  course  I 
know,  being  an  engaged  man,  he  ought 
never  to  have  taken  any  notice  of  her,  but 
people  don't  always  do  what  they  ought, 
especially  men." 

"  Why,  Eeuben,  you  seem  to  take  his 
part." 

"  I  think  you  judge  him  harder  than  he 
deserves." 

"  No,  I  don't;  I  couldn't  judge  him  hard 
enough,  for  I  am  feared  she  will  never  for- 
get him." 
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''No,  I  don't  suppose  she  ever  will. 
Dorcas  is  not  a  woman  likely  to  change." 

"  Reuben,  did  you  ever  hear  of  any  lady 
like  Miss  Edith  ? — but  there,  I  can't  talk 
about  her,  or  I'll  ha'  the  tears  on  my 
cheeks.  God  bless  her.  God  bless  her  in 
all  her  ways." 

'*  Amen,"  softly  said  Reuben,  who  in 
the  dusk  had  the  tears  on  his  cheeks. 

"  But  I  have  a  grand  bit  of  good  news 
about  Mr.  Harry.  Sir  William  Maynard 
is  going  to  put  him  in  the  army,  pay  all 
his  expenses  like  a  prince,  and  has  pro- 
mised to  settle  something  handsome  on 
him  besides." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it.  I  am  sure 
Miss  Edith  must  be  delighted." 

"  Ay,  ye  may  be  sure  of  that.  It  takes 
a  wonderful  weight  off  her  heart,  I'll 
warrant.  The  young  gentleman  was  just 
getting  idle  and  unsettled,  though  he's  a 
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nice  lad  enougli ;  but  he  can't  bold  a  candle 
to  Miss  Edith.  Ay,  she  ought  to  ha'  been 
the  squire  !  She'd  ha'  made  the  old 
family  hold  up  its  head  again.  But  here's 
Jim  just  crazy  and  utterly  unreasonable, 
saying  he'll  list  and  join  as  a  trooper  in 
Mr.  Harrj-'s  regiment !  Now  I  can't  stand 
that,  you  know,  Reuben. " 

"  Why,  sir,  it  strikes  me  that  it's  the 
very  wisest  thing  he  conld  do." 

''  What !  for  my  only  son  as  ought  to 
succeed  me  here  in  the  nature  of  things 
to — to  be  comrade,  and — and — " 

"  It  would  be  the  making  of  him,  sir." 
"  Dash  it,  Reuben,  how  can  ye  say  so  ?  " 
**  It's  just  what  Jim  wants,  training  and 
discipline ;  he's  got  plenty  of  pluck.  And 
if  he  was  once  out  of  the  disreputable 
set  of  blackguards  that  have  got  hold  of 
him,  he'd  set  to  work,  and  be  a  smart 
soldier.     I   say,   sir,  let  him  go.     I'll  be 
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only  too  glad  to  do  your  marketing  and 
other  things  for  you." 

"  But,  Reuben,  it  goes  clean  against  my 
judgment  that  he  should  go  as  a  common 
trooper." 

"  If  he  is  steady  and  persevering,  and  if 
there  is  a  war,  there  is  no  reason  why  he 
shouldn't  get  a  commission  in  time — but 
of  course  that  all  absolutely  depends  on 
his  own  conduct  in  the  regiment." 

And  so  they  talked  on,  the  yeoman  quite 
excited,  though  not  unwilling  to  see  the 
truth  of  what  Reuben  said. 

Harry  was  not  going  to  his  tutor's  in 
Kent  until  the  middle  of  September,  and 
as  Edith  felt  she  might  righteously  afford 
to  spend  some  of  her  riches  in  a  little 
pleasure  and  holiday-making,  she  ar- 
ranged to  go  to  Scarborough  for  a  month, 
taking  a  furnished  house  there  while  she 
stayed.     She  further  invited  Dorcas  to  join 
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tliem  as  her  guest,  which  invitation  the 
latter  gladly  accepted  for  three  weeks  of 
the  time.  The  last  week  of  August  she 
must  spend  at  home.  The  old  squire  quite 
woke  up  with  the  prospect  of  a  change  in 
the  long  monotony  of  his  existence,  and 
the  three  servants  of  that  modest  house- 
hold were  likewise  very  happy  in  their 
anticipations.  John,  however,  with  his 
superior  knowledge  of  the  world,  took  the 
command  of  everything,  and  preached  to 
and  scolded  the  unhappy  maids  until  they 
were  in  a  state  of  rebellion,  and  wished 
there  was  to  be  no  holiday  at  all.  But  it  is 
only  fair  to  say  that,  if  he  was  obstinate 
and  dogmatical,  he  nearly  worked  himself 
to  death  before  the  eventful  morning  of 
their  departure.  Edith  might  be  some- 
times vexed  and  annoyed  at  the  old  man's 
stubbornness,  but  certainly  such  sterling, 
honest,  faithful  Johns  were  rare.    Nothing 
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had  lie  forgotten  whicli  concerned  liis 
master's  or  mistress's  comfort.  In  the 
presence  of  strangers  lie  amused  them  all 
by  the  spice  of  formality  he  threw  into  his 
discourse  when  addressing  them.  Harry 
had  proposed  travelling  second  class,  but 
Edith  would  not  hear  of  it;  they  would  all 
go  together,  and  a  very  happy  and  merry 
quartett  they  were.  Those  three  weeks 
to  Dorcas  were  simply  delightful,  and  the 
effect  on  her  health  of  the  sea- air  marvel- 
lous ;  it  was  just  the  filHp  she  had  required. 
The  same  may  be  said  of  all.  The  squire 
liked  to  be  drawn  in  his  chair  to  the 
saloon-grounds,  and  to  listen  to  the  band 
while  basking  in  the  sun,  Edith  with  a 
book  near  him,  and  John  in  attendance 
not  far  off.  Harry  spent  most  of  his 
time  either  in  the  sea  or  on  it, — fishing. 
Edith  and  Dorcas  also  delighted  in  boating, 
and  made  the  most  of  their  opportunities. 
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In  the  afternoon,    when     the   squire  was 
having  his  siesta,  they  would  go  for  a  long 
sail,  returning  to  their  six  o'clock  dinner ; 
after  which  they  would  all  adjourn  again 
to    the     saloon-grounds,    and    the    squire 
would    enjoy  the  music   and  his  cigar  at 
the  same  time.     Harry    was   not   a  little 
proud  to  be  the  escort  of  such  a  distin-  . 
guished   young   beauty  as  Dorcas.     How 
many  people  longed  for  an  introduction  to 
that    agreeable   party  !     But   Edith   held 
herself  coldly  unapproachable;   she  wished 
to  make  no  new  acquaintances.     In  after- 
years    how    often    she    remembered   that 
happy  month,  and  how  thankful  she  was 
that  she  had  been  able  to  give  her  father 
and  brother  one  last  enjoyment  together, 
before    they    were    separated    for    ever. 
Three  weeks  soon  passed,  and  Dorcas  was 
obliged  to  leave  them,  regretful  though  both 
were  to  part.    The  night  before  her  journey 


270  EIOHER    THAN    WEALTH. 

she  was  in  Edith's  room;  tlie  window  was 
open,  and  a  long  line  of  moonlight  lay 
upon  the  sea,  which  was  gently  breaking 
on  the  rocks  and  shore.  They  had  been 
talking  of  very  near  and  personal  subjects, 
and  were  now  silent,  each  busied  with  her 
own  thoughts,  and  very  loth  to  separate ; 
for  now  between  these  two  there  was  a 
love  too  deep  for  words.  Her  father 
and  mother  were  very  happy  to  receive 
Dorcas  at  home  again,  whose  bright  looks 
and  perfect  health  made  her  like  her 
former  self.  This  last  week  passed  all 
too  fast  with  its  numerous  occupations. 
Mrs.  Finch,  having  but  lately  learned  the 
luxury  of  knowing  that  she  was  necessary 
to  her  daughter,  was  very  heavy-hearted  at 
the  thought  of  their  separation ;  but  on  the 
other  hand,  those  who  knew  better  than  she 
did,  said  it  was  the  best  thing  Dorcas  could 
do ;  "so  she  must  not  complain,"  she  said. 
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But  the  good  woman  would  now  and  tlien 
shed  a  few  quiet  tears  wlien  Dorcas  could 
not  see  her.  With  Hephzibah  it  was  the 
same ;  the  light  of  the  whole  house  was 
going  away.  One  day  she  brought  to 
Dorcas  her  most  precious  possession.  It 
was  a  little  silver  scent-box,  which  years 
before  had  been  given  to  Hephzibah's 
grandmother  by  a  grateful  mistress ;  and 
now  the  faithful  woman  brought  this,  her 
best  gift,  to  Dorcas,  who  was  touched  to 
tears.  Often  when  she  was  a  child  had 
Hephzibah  shown  her  this  same  httle  box, 
as  a  great  treat,  when  she  had  been 
wonderfully  good. 

"  I'll  keep  it  for  ever,  Hephzibah,"  she 
cried,  when  she  saw  her  refusal  to  accept 
it  hurt  the  old  servant. 

The  last  night  came,  her  pretty  room 
looked  dismantled,  and  there  W'cre  all  the 
tokens  of  a  departure  lying  about.      She 
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was  not  surprised  when  her  father  came 
in,  for  she  expected  some  last  words  of 
admonition  and  advice  from  him.  Alas  ! 
she  had  proved  that  such  words  were  very 
necessary  to  her. 

"  I  can't  believe  as  ye're  really  going 
to-morrow,  my  dear.  But  I  suppose  ye 
must,  and  that  it  is  all  for  the  best. 
Dorcas,  my  child,  I  want  you  to  give 
me  your  solemn  promise  that  ye  will  have 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  Captain 
Maynard  again.  I  want  you  to  pro- 
mise that  ye'U  neither  write  to  him,  nor 
speak  to  him,  nor  meet  him.  I  can't 
be  happy  about  you,  unless  ye' 11  promise 
that." 

"  Father,  how  can  I  promise  ?  " 

*'  But  you  must,"  he  said  sternly. 

"  I  cannot;  I  dare  not;  I  might  be  led  to 
break  my  promise,  and  how  terrible  that 
would  be  ! " 


EICHER   THAN    WEALTH.  273 

"  You  must  give  me  your  solemn  word, 
and  then  ye  dare  not  break  it." 

"Do  not  force  me  to  give  it.  Father, 
I  told  you  I  loved  him.  It  is  the  same 
now ;  it  will  always  be  the  same  as  long 
as  I  live." 

"  I  won't  hear  that.  I  hope  you'll 
never  see  the  scoundrel  again.  But  it's 
just  possible  he  may  try  to  tempt  you  into 
evil  again.  If  he  dares  to,  I'll  punish  him 
in  a  way  ye  won't  like." 

"  Don't  threaten  him  or  me.  It's  not  at 
all  probable  that  I  shall  meet  him  at 
present ;  if  I  do,  I  will  do  my  best  to  avoid 
him.     Won't  that  satisfy  you,  father  ?  " 

''  No  ;  promise  ye'U  never  have  anything 
more  to  do  with  him." 

"  I  cannot  promise  that,  even  if  I  make 
you  angry.     Can  you  not  trust  me  ?  " 

"  Have  you  deserved  trust  in  the  past  ?  '* 
said  he  sternly. 

VOL.    II.  T 
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"  No,  but  I  have  learned  a  bitter  lesson 
that  I  can  never  forget." 

"  Dorcas,  rather  than  see  you  disgraced 
and  shamed,  I'd  see  you  dead  a  thousand 
times!  " 

"  Father,  do  you  know  me  so  little  as  to 
suppose  me  capable  of  disgrace  ?  You 
wrong  both  Captain  Maynard  and  myself 
by  such  a  thought,"  she  said  reproachfully. 

''  I  must  have  your  promise,"  he  said, 
holding  her  hands  so  tightly  that  he  hurt 
her. 

For  some  time  she  hesitated,  but  there 
was  something  in  the  sternness  and  gloom 
of  her  father's  face  that  compelled  her  to 
acquiesce. 

"I  do  promise,  as  far  as  I  am  able,"  she 
said  faintly,  distressed  and  trembling. 

Then  he  kissed  her  solemnly,  and  left 
her  without  another  word. 
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It  is  the  eve  of  Venetia's  wedding- 
day,  and  Longford  Abbey  is  filled  with 
guests.  The  marriage-service  is  to  take 
place  in  the  beautiful  private  chapel,  where, 
lang  syne,  the  monks  chanted  their 
orisons.  There  would  be  no  procession  of 
carriages ;  the  bride  would  simply  walk 
with  her  father  and  attendant  bridesmaids 
through  a  cloister  into  the  chapel. 

Venetia's  wedding  -  day  has  already 
dawned,  and  she  is  at  length  quite  alone, 
and  looking  thoughtfully  into  her  fire. 
She  has  exchanged  a  courteous  and  tender 
good-night  with  the  bridegroom  half  an 
hour  previously  ;  then  her  mother  had  come 
for  a  few  last  words ;  and  now  Yenetia  has 
locked  herself  in,  to  be  alone  during  these 
few  remaining  hours  of  her  maiden  life. 

It  is  dull,  dreary  November  weather. 
Not  even  the  well-fitting  shutters  and  the 
thick  draperies  can  altogether  exclude 
T  2 
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the  mournful  gusts  of  wind  and  rain  which 
keep  sweeping  around  and  over  the 
venerable  abbey. 

Venetia  is  in  the  room  she  has  occupied 
since  she  left  the  schoolroom,  nearly  eight 
years  ago,  and  now  she  realizes  with  some- 
thing like  a  pang  that  she  and  her  old 
life  are  parted  for  ever. 

Presently  she  goes  into  the  next  room, 
and  returns  with  a  desk,  which  she  puts 
on  the  table,  and  slowly  unlocks.  And 
now  she  is  very  pale,  but  she  does  not 
flinch.  She  takes  out  a  number  of  photo- 
graphs ;  they  all  represent  the  same  per- 
son. The  first  presents  a  merry,  round- 
faced,  Eton  boy ;  another  of  the  same  boy 
in  the  Gala  Fourth  of  June ''  Dreadnought  " 
costume  ;  another  portraying  him  in  white 
tie  and  faultless  coat,  and  all  the  dignity 
of  the  sixth  form  upon  him — a  grave, 
handsome  youth ;  another  in  the  uniform 
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of  a  lieutenant  of  Hussars — the  latest  of  all, 
tlie  present  living  man,  with  the  thought- 
ful brown  eyes,  and  a  mouth  of  which  even 
the  heavy  dark  moustache  cannot  conceal 
the  sweetness. 

Venetia,  extremely  pale,  looked  at  them 
all  in  their  regular  order ;  but  at  the 
last,  that  one  of  his  mature  manhood,  she 
looked  the  longest. 

"  One"  boomed  out  from  the  turret-clock, 
and  the  chimes  began  to  play. 

Then  all  the  photographs  were  put 
together.  The  desk  apparently  held  other 
memorials,  a  few  letters, — indeed  more  than 
a  few — the  compartment  was  full  of  them. 
These  she  merely  glanced  at ;  possibly  she 
knew  them  by  heart. 

There  were  also  some  dried-up  speci- 
mens of  flowers,  which  almost  fell  to 
pieces  as  she  touched  them.  And  then  th(> 
desk  was  empty.     Again  she  looked  at  the 
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latest  pliotograpli  of  the  series,  and  now 
the  first  expression  of  weakness  touched 
her;  her  hp  quivered  slightly,  and  she 
drew  a  long  breath,  which  seemed  not 
unlike  a  repressed  sob. 

She  stirred  the  bright,  glowing  fire  into 
still  fiercer  flame,  and  slowly  dropped  the 
photographs,  letters,  and  flowers  into  its 
very  heart,  until  nothing  remained  but  a 
heap  of  blackened  ashes.  Not  a  word  had 
she  said  during  that  resolute  but  trying 
sacrifice  of  old  mementos,  and  now  she 
locked  up  the  empty  desk  and  restored  it 
to  its  place. 

And  then  Venetia  Stanley  knelt  for 
some  time  by  the  simple  white  bed  of  her 
girlhood. 

Early  was  the  household  astir,  while  the 
beautiful,  pale  bride  was  sleeping.  At  ten 
a  wintry  sun  gleamed  out  from  the  dull, 
leaden  sky  ;  but  the  weather  in  this  case 
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could  make  but  little  difference  to  the 
effect  of  the  ceremony,  as  no  one  would 
have  to  stand  shivering  in  a  cold,  damp 
church,  or  wade  through  pools  of  water 
to  the  church-doors. 

The  service  was  not  to  begin  until  half 
past  twelve.  Lord  Wandsworth  had  de- 
sired that  it  should  be  so,  and  all  the 
preliminaries  had  been  duly  arranged. 
The  benevolent,  scholarly  Bishop  of  East- 
minster  was  to  join  the  hands  of  the 
aristocratic  couple. 

At  eleven  o'clock  Sir  William  Maynard 
and  his  nephew  left  Carrington  in  the  old 
chariot  with  its  fine  team  of  bays  for  the 
abbey,  arriving  there  about  twelve. 

In  the  truce  between  uncle  and  nephew, 
they  were  very  friendly  in  a  guarded  sort 
of  fashion.  There  was  so  much  real  feel- 
ing and  kindness  between  them,  that 
each  was  determined  there  should  be  no 
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quarrel  on  that  one  sore  subject  of  their 
difference. 

Some  time  before  twelve  the  silvery- 
toned  bell  began  to  ring,  and  people  who 
were  privileged  with  tickets  of  admission 
were  pressing  into  the  dim  chapel — dim 
from  the  fine  stained  glass  which  glowed 
with  forms  of  heavenly  beauty  from  each 
window.  The  great  candles  on  the  altar 
were  lighted,  and  threw  into  startling 
relief  a  magnificent  painting  of  the  Cruci- 
fixion. Elsewhere  candles  were  burning, 
for  the  light  was  meagre  on  this  dull 
November  day.  The  air  was  heavy  with 
the  perfume  of  the  exotics  which  met 
the  eye  in  every  direction,  and  almost 
overpowered  the  slight  suspicion  of  incense 
which  lingered  in  the  chapel,  Anglican 
though  it  was. 

At  a  quarter  past  twelve  the  guests  came 
in  and  quietly  took  their  places,  while  the 
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full,  rich  organ  sent  exquisite  waves  of 
sound  in  some  sweet  voluntary.  Tlien 
tlie  white-robed  choristers,  the  clergy,  and 
the  bishop  came,  followed  almost  at  once 
by  the  bridegroom,  who  bore  himself  with 
his  usual  nonchalant  ease,  as  he  walked  to 
the  altar,  accompanied  by  his  "  best  man." 

There  was  a  pause,  and  Maynard, 
who  was  in  a  state  of  mind  he  hardly 
understood,  was  painfully  watching  the 
closed  door  which  led  from  the  cloister. 

Presently  it  was  thrown  back ;  the  organ 
and  choristers  burst  forth  into  a  hymn, 
the  congregation  rose,  and  the  bride,  pale, 
proud,  and  magnificently  beautiful,  passed 
in  with  her  hand  upon  her  father's  arm. 

Maynard  breathed  hard;  following  her 
with  his  eyes,  he  saw  Lord  Wandsworth 
smitten  with  a  strange,  proud  realization 
of  his  happiness,  as,  with  a  grave  smile, 
he  met  his  bride. 
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Presently  the  organ  stopped,  and  the 
bishop's  clear,  distinct,  but  feeble  voice 
began  the  service. 

Maynard  was  deeply  touched, — not  that 
he  gave  any  outward  sign  of  his  emotion. 
The  events  of  the  last  few  months  had 
tried  him  much,  and  his  nerves  were 
painfully  overstrung.  This  grand  cere- 
monial, the  music,  the  flowers,  excited  him, 
but  it  was  with  distress.  He  so  feared 
that  proud,  lovely  woman  had  made  a  fatal 
mistake.  Ah !  how  well  he  understood 
that  no  refined  magnificence  could  con- 
stitute a  true  marriage! 

Venetia's  responses  were  low,  but 
distinct  ;  there  was  no  faltering,  the 
service  was  soon  over,  and  the  bride, 
calm,  pale,  stately — every  inch  a  countess 
— was  receiving  the  good  wishes  of  her 
more  intimate  friends. 

"  My   best   wishes  for  ever,  dear  Lady 
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Wandsworth,"  said  Majnard,  pressing  her 
hand,  and  smiHng  down  into  her  face, 
which  for  an  instant  changed. 

"  Thank  jou,  Hubert." 

A  ladj,  closely  veiled,  who  was  in  one 
of  the  seats  where  the  light  was  dim,  but 
where  she  had  a  perfect  view  of  the  cere- 
mony, waited  until  the  last  of  the  guests 
had  vanished  through  the  door  opening 
into  the  cloisters,  when  she  joined  others 
of  the  congregation  who  went  into  the 
chancel  to  inspect  more  closely  the  lovely 
decorations  of  flowers.  Before  she  left 
she  picked  up  one  fragrant  white  spray  of 
stephanotis,  which  had  been  thrown  before 
Yenetia's  feet  when,  with  her  hand  on 
Lord  "Wandsworth's  arm,  she  returned 
from  the  altar.  At  the  chancel-steps  she 
had  just  raised  her  eyes  to  distinguish 
Edith  among  the  crowd  of  faces  all  bent 
upon    her   in    admiration,   but   her   swift 
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glance  was  in  vain.  She  had  entreated 
Edith  to  be  one  of  the  guests,  as  she  would 
not  be  a  bridesmaid,  and  many  letters  had 
passed  between  them  ;  but  Edith  proposed 
to  see  the  service  incognita,  and  Yenetia  in 
the  end  thought  she  was  right,  as  she 
always  was. 

How  little  Maynard  imagined  who  was 
watching  him  with  such  deep  interest  ! 
But  once  a  sudden  remembrance  of  Edith 
came  to  him  also.  Had  he  been  true  they 
would  have  been  there  as  husband  and  wife. 
She  saw  all  his  emotion,  and  pitied  him, 
thinking  the  while  that  not  for  many,  many 
months  would  she  see  him  again,  sicce  he 
was  going  to  start  at  once  on  his  long  travels. 
''  Might  he  return  in  peace  and  safety,"  she 
prayed.  She  could  but  be  very  much 
touched  by  this  service.  It  was  one  in 
which  she  would  never  take  part  as  a 
bride ;    but  was  not  her  solitariness  better 
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a  thousand  times  tliaii  this  marriage,  where 
for  one  the  chief  charm  was  lacking  ? 
Venetia  had  looked  exactly  as  she  had 
imagined  she  would  ;  she  was  coldly  mag- 
nificent. No,  it  was  certainly  not  a  mar- 
riage springing  from  affection  on  her  side. 
But  Edith  was  agreeably  surprised  by  Lord 
"Wandsworth's  bearing ;  there  could  be  no 
doubt  that  he  was  very  much  in  love  with 
his  beautiful  bride. 

Among  the  many  brilliant  carriages 
and  smart  liveries,  one  old  fly  was  con- 
spicuous from  its  shabbiness,  and  into  this 
Edith  stepped  and  was  driven  back  to  the 
station.  As  she  passed  through  the  village, 
where  the  church-bells  were  clanging  their 
loudest,  and  where  the  whole  population 
seemed  bent  on  enjoying  themselves,  in 
spite  of  the  cold  murky  day,  she  felt  very, 
much  ''  out  of  it  all,"  to  use  an  expressive 
if  vulgar  phrase.     When  she  reached  the 
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station  a  thick,  persistent  rain,  almost 
cold  enough  for  snow,  came  on.  A 
wretched  fire  smouldered  in  the  grate ;  the 
fire  wanted  a  vigorous  stir-up,  but  no 
poker  was  visible  in  the  dreary  waiting- 
room,  and  with  these  comfortless  surround- 
ings Miss  Fleming,  of  Carstone,  was  obliged 
to  eat  her  modest  luncheon  of  sandwiches 
and  sherry  on  this  wedding-day  of  her 
friend,  now  the  Countess  of  Wandsworth. 
Such  a  situation  was  certainly  not  con- 
ducive to  romance ;  yet  Edith,  while  she 
hung  shivering  over  the  fire  that  gave  out 
no  heat,  was,  in  spirit,  with  the  brilliant 
party  at  the  abbey.  How  well  she  remem- 
bered each  room,  each  cloister,  each  long 
corridor  or  dark  windy  passage,  and  all 
the  weird  stories  of  ghosts,  pillage,  and 
strange  deeds  !  How  frightened  she  had 
been  at  night  when  sometimes  the  wintry 
wind  would  send  a  heavy  door  to  with  a 
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bang  wMcli  resounded  from  room  to  room, 
like  a  peal  of  thunder,  dying  away  in  tlie 
distance  !  Ali,  what  masquerades  they  had 
had  there  as  children,  with  Hubert  May- 
nard  and  George  Stanley,  ever  first  in  all 
pranks  of  mischief !  And  Yenetia,  the 
wildest,  most  daring  spirit  of  them  all,  was 
the  stately  countess  of  to-day  !  Had  Edith  . 
been  a  Latin  scholar,  she  would  no  doubt 
have  finished  up  her  remembrances  with  a 
line  from  Horace  appHcable  to  the  subject, 
but  they  were  rudely  disturbed  by  a 
"  modern  instance." 

"  Train  for  Eastminster  just  coming, 
ma'am." 

How  she  blessed  the  porter  who  brought 
her  a  hot  foot-warmer  !  She  was  wretch- 
edly cold,  and  the  dismal  rain  and  damp 
seemed  to  have  penetrated  the  very  air 
inside  the  carriage.  What  a  travesty 
of    a    wedding-day,    as    far   as    regarded 
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the  weather.  The  earl  and  countess  would 
have  to  stay  at  no  wretched  station,  but 
travel  by  a  special  train  direct  from  an 
old  Warwickshire  town  to  Eastminster. 
Mr.  Ringmer  had  imbibed  a  great  liking 
and  respect  for  Miss  Fleming,  and,  being  a 
town-councillor,  having  a  few  tickets  of  ad- 
mittance to  the  station  of  Eastminster  on 
the  occasion  of  the  arrival  of  the  bride  and 
bridegroom,  had  kindly  sent  her  one,  know- 
ing she  was  a  friend  of  Miss  Stanley. 
This  reception  was  to  be  very  grand — an 
address  from  the  mayor,  a  bouquet  from  the 
mayor's  daughter,  and  all  the  ceremonies 
which  great  people  must  endure  as  an 
appanage  of  their  state.  So  Edith  was  not 
surprised  when  she  arrived  there  to  find 
the  whole  station  lighted,  with  flags, 
flowers,  red  cloth  and  bunting  everywhere, 
and  a  crowd  of  people  patiently  waiting 
on  the  platform.     Coming  from  the  dark 
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dreariness   of  tlie  November  evening  the 
light  and  colour  had  a  most  cheerful  and 
pleasant  appearance.     But  in  spite  of  the 
Hghts  the  platform  was  cold  and  draughty, 
and  Edith,   shivering,  began  to  wish  the 
''  special "  would  make  its  appearance.    She 
found  some  amusement,  however,  in  watch- 
ing divers  of   her   companions,  for  there 
was  a  variety  of  people  on  the  platform. 
The  terrible  anxiety  of  the   mayor  about 
his  speech  or  address  ;  the  uneasy  appear- 
ance of  the  mayoress,  who,  absurdly  over- 
dressed, did  not   look   born  even   to   her 
new  dignity.     Almost  the  only  person  of 
the    municipal    group    who    was    natural 
and    not    self-conscious  was  the   mayor's 
little    daughter,    a    sweet-looking    child, 
whose  large  blue  eyes  looked  out  into  the 
darkness  for  the  red-flash  of  the  engine- 
lights,  and  then  at  the  magnificent  bouquet 
which  she  held,  and  which  she  was  to  pre- 
voL.  ir.  u 
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sent  to  tlie  countess.  Editli  had  her  veil 
down,  and  also  kept  rather  in  the  back- 
ground, for  she  did  not  wish  to  be  recog- 
nized either  by  the  people  around  her,  or 
by  Yenetia  when  she  came.  Punctually  to 
the  minute  the  train  slowly  drew  in,  the 
central  saloon-carriage  just  opposite  the 
mayor,  who,  very  red,  cleared  his  throat. 
Two  powdered  footmen,  with  long  great 
coats,  were  immediately  at  the  door  of  the 
carriage,  which  was  opened  with  due  re- 
spect by  the  station-master.  Lord  Wands- 
worth alighted,  amidst  tremendous  cheer- 
ing, and  then  assisted  his  bride  to  descend. 
Almost  immediately  the  mayor  began,  but 
what  he  said  Edith  never  knew,  for  she 
could  not  remove  her  eyes  from  Yenetia. 
Surely  she  was  the  most  beautiful  countess 
ever  seen  ! — a  woman  of  a  most  imperial 
loveliness.  She  looked  pale  and  tired,  but 
there  was  a  gracious  courtesy  in  her  re- 
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sponse  to  the  enthusiastic  welcome  and 
greeting  accorded  her.  Not  one  tear  had 
she  shed ;  she  was  in  a  state  of  excitement 
far  beyond  tears,  and  weary  of  the  long 
day  and  its  trying  ceremonies.  The  mayor 
had  finished ;  the  little  girl,  who  had  never 
removed  her  eyes  from  Yenetia's  face,  pre- 
sented the  bouquet  with  a  silence  more 
eloquent  than  words,  and  Yenetia,  touched 
by  this  pure  young  homage,  bent  and 
kissed  the  child's  sweet  face.  And  then 
the  cheers  rang  forth  again  until  Lord 
Wandsworth's  high-bred  voice,  with  its 
distinct  enunciation,  was  heard  in  short  but 
appropriate  thanks.  Then,  amid  more 
cheering,  the  bride  and  bridegroom  were 
permitted  to  pass  to  their  carriage,  their 
path  being  again  strewed  wdth  flowers.  At 
length  the  carriage-door  w  as  shut ;  the 
hurrahing  crowd  frightened  the  four  noble 
horses,  which  plunged  w^ildly,  and  then 
u  2 
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dashed  forward  on  their  way  home.  Edith, 
feehng  still  more  dejected,  waited  wearily 
until  the  train  came ;  fortunately  it  was 
not  late,  and  in  an  hour's  time  she  was 
again  in  the  musty  fly  which  had  brought 
her  from  Carstone  in  the  morning.  The 
journey  was  so  long  and  unending  that  at 
length  she  began  to  imagine  that  the  old 
horse  was  asleep,  and  was  performing  his 
work  in  a  dream  by  merely  galloping  with- 
out advancing.  Never  had  she  been  more 
intensely  glad  to  reach  home  than  she  was 
this  night,  after  her  long,  wearying  day. 
Yes,  there  was  at  last  the  dear  old  house, 
and  there  were  warmth  and  shelter  and 
welcome  awaiting  her,  for  it  was  home. 
Before  she  reached  the  door  it  was  opened, 
and  there  was  John,  with  a  pleasant  back- 
ground of  light  in  the  old  hall. 

"  I  am  afraid  ye  are  very  tired,  ma'am," 
said  he.  ''  If  you'll  go  in  to  the  fire,  I'll 
settle  with  James,  ma'am." 
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And  Edith  was  only  too  glad  to  follow 
Ms  advice.  In  a  few  minutes  he  was 
back. 

"  I  have  but  just  got  the  squire  to  bed, 
Miss  Edith;  he  got  so  uncommon  tired 
and  sleepy." 

"  How  has  he  been  to-day,  John  ?  " 

"  "Wonderful  clear-headed  at  times,  miss, 
and  then  wandering  and  kind  o'  lost." 

"Ah!" 

"  The  squire  have  been  wandering  a  good 
deal  this  evening;  he  will  have  it  as  it's 
you  as  is  married,  and  not  Miss  Stanley," 
said  John,  poking  up  the  fire  ;  "  so  I'd  just 
agree  to  whatever  he  says,  if  I  was  you, 
ma'am  ;  for  he  was  a  little  excited  awhile 
back,  and  he  won't  get  to  sleep  if  he's 
put  out." 

Edith  heard  her  old  servant  in  silence. 
What,  if  in  this  terrible  world  of  changes 
John  should  die?  What  should  she  do 
without  him  ?     Quietly  she  went  into  the 
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spacious,  comfortable  room,  where  the 
firelight  threw  a  ruddy  glow  over  every- 
thing. 

"  Is  that  you,  Edith  ?  "  asked  the  poor 
squire.  "  Where's  your  husband,  my  dear  ? 
I'd  like  to  see  him.  Ah  !  a  grand  wedding 
you  have  had.  But  why  wasn't  I  there  ?  My 
daughter  married,  and  I  not  there  to  give 
her  away  !  " 

"  Try  and  go  to  sleep  now,  father,  dear  ; 
I  will  tell  you  all  about  the  wedding  to- 
morrow," said  she,  putting  her  cool  hand 
on  her  father's  burning  brow. 

"  Yes,  to-morrow,  to-morrow ;  bring 
Hubert  to-morrow.  Sleep  is  best  now. 
Good-night,  my  dear  Edith." 

She  stayed  until  his  breathing  told  that 
he  gently  slept.  Ah,  how  infinitely  sad  was 
this  death  in  life,  this  mental  confusion  of 
a  once  strong-brained  man  !  For  a  few 
minutes    Edith's   heart    swelled    with   an 
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unspeakable  grief.  At  length  she  was 
sitting  at  lier  long-deferred,  simple  dinner, 
for  wliicli  she  had  but  little  appetite,  while 
John  hovered  about  her,  a  grim  ministering 
angel.  Her  thoughts,  when  she  was  alone, 
reverted  to  Wandsworth  Castle,  where  my 
lord  and  my  lady  had  probably  dined  in 
state,  with  perhaps  four  or  six  giants  to 
anticipate  their  slightest  wish,  while  six 
pairs  of  eyes  watched  each  spoonful  of 
soup  which  they  conveyed  to  their  lips. 

Oh,  what  dreary  magnificence  at  such  a 
time  !  thought  Edith.  But  in  a  month  she 
had  a  pleasure  in  view ;  Harry  and  Dorcas 
were  coming  home  for  Christmas.  Both 
were  extremely  happy,  and  fulfilling  their 
anxious  friends'  and  relatives'  expectations. 
And  now  we  must  bid  them  farewell  for  a 
time. 
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